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* An Epiſtolary E ſjay from M. G. to O.B. 
upen thair Mutual Poems. 


| Dear Friend, 


Hear this Town do's ſo abound 
With ſawcy Cenſurers, that Faults are found 

With what of late we (in Poetick Rage ) 
Beftowing, threw away on the dull Age 

But ( howloe're Envy their Spleens may raiſc, 
To rob my Brows of the deſerved Bays) 
Their Thanks at leaſt I merit, ſince through me 
They are Partakers of yonr Poetry : 

And this 1s all Fl] ſay in my Defence, 

T* obtain one Line of your well-worded Senſe; 
1d be content t haye writ the Britiſh Prince. 
Fm noneof thoſe who think themſelves inſpir'd, 
Nor Write with the vain hope tobe admir'd ; 
put from a Rule I have (upon long tria]) 
{* avoid with care all ſort of Self-denial, 
hich way {oc're Deſire and Fancy lead, 
oncerning Fame) that Path I boldly tread : 
dif expoſing whar I rake for Wir, 
{Oo my dear Self a Pleaſure I beger, 
(iO matter tho' the cens ring Criticks fret, 
hoſe Whom my Mule diſpleales, are ar ſtrife; 
\ich equal Spleen, againſt my Courſe of Life, 
ae leaſt Delight of which Þ'll not forego, 

all the flaitering _ Man can beſtow. 
| 2 


(-4-) 
If I defign'd to, pleaſe, the way were then 
To mend my Manners, rather than my Pen : 
The firſt's unnatural, therefore unfit ; 
And for the ſecond, I deſpair of it, 
Since Grace is not ſo hard to get as Wit. 
Perhaps ill-Verſcs ought to be confin'd, = 
In mcer good Breeding, like unſay'ry Wind: 
Were Reading forc'd, I ſhou'd be apt to think 
Men might no more write {curyily, than ſtink : 
But *cis your choice whether you'll read or no; 
It likewiſe of your Smelling it were {o, 
I'd fart juſt as 1 write, for my own Eaſe, 
Nor ſhowd*you be concern'd unleſs you pleaſe; 
il own, that you write better than I do 3 
But Thaye as much need to write as you. 
What tho' the Excrements of my dull Brain 
Flows ina harſher and infipid ſtrain. 
Whilſt your rich Head eaſes it ſelf of VVir, 
Muſt none but Ciyet-Cats have leave to ſhitz { 
In al! I wrice, ſhowd Senſe, and V Vit, and Rhyme 
Fail me at once, yer ſomething ſo Sublime | 
Shall tamp my Poem, that the V Vorld may {cel 
It cou'd have been produc'd by none but me: | 
And that's my End » for Man can wiſhno more 
That fo to wrice, as none e're wric before, 
Yet Who am T no Poet of the Times? 
I have Alluſions, Similes and Riwmes, | 
And VVit, or elle 'cis hard that T alone. f 
Ot the whoie Race of. Mankind ſhou'd þ 

. one. 

Uncquaily the partial Hand of Heav'n 
Has all but this One only Blcſling giy'a. 


(5 
The V Varld appears like a great Family, - 
V V hoſe Lord oppreſt with Pride and Poyerty, 
(That to a few great Bounty he may thow) ; 
Is fain to ſtarye the num'cous Train below. 
Juſt ſo ſeem; Providence, as poor and yain, 
Keeping more Creatures than it can maintain.: 
» Here *cis protule, and-there it mcanly ſaves, 
" And for one Princ ce , it makes ten thouſand 
Slaves, | 
In. V Vi alone *c been magnificent, 
Ot whica fo juſt a Share ro each 1s {ent. 
That the. moſt avaricious arc content ; 
For none e're thought (che-duz Diviſion” 7 lac) | 
His own too little, or his Friends. roo much. 
Yet moſt Men ſhew or find oreat want of VVir, 
VVriting themſelves, or judging what is Writ; 
But 1 who am of Sprightly Vigourtalt,”- 
Look on Mankind as covious and du:l; 
Born to my ſelf, my {et like alone, 
And ranſt conclude my Judgment 200d or NON? 
For cou'd my Sznce be naught, how ſhou'd Iknow 
VVhether another Mans were good or no? 
Thus I relolye of- my own Poetrv, | 
tak cis the.beſt, and there's a Fame for me, 
Ii rhen Im happy, what do's it advance, 
VVhether to Merit due, 'or Arrogance? 
Oh, bur the V Vorld will take effence hereby. 
V Vliv chen the V Vorld ſhall lufter for'c, not T. 
Dde're the Sawcy V Vorid and I agrec 
To let it have its teaſtly wiil on me? * 
VVhy ſbou'd my proſticaced Sence be arawn 
To ey'ty Rule their muſty Cuſtoms Spawn ? 
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(6) 
But Men will cenſure you : 'Tis twoto one, 
When ere they cenſure they'll be in the wrong. 
There's not athing on Earth, that I can name, 
So fooliſh and {o falſe as Common Fame. . 
Ic calls the Courtier Knave; the Plain Man, Rude ; i 
Haughty, the Grave, and the Delightful Lewd 3 
Impercinent, the Brisk, Morole, the Sad ; ] 
Mzan, the Familiar ; the Reſery'd one, Mad. q 
Poor helpleſs Woman is not favour'd more; 
She's a {fly Hypocrite or publick Whore. 
Then whothe Dev'l wou'd give this-----to be free 
From th* innocent Reproach of Infamy ? 
Theſe things confider'd, make me (in deſpite 
Of idle Rumor) keep at home and write. 
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Ere I (who to my coſt already am 1 
One of thoſe ſtrange prodigious Crea- * 
tures, Man) 3 


A Spirit free to chuſe for my own ſhare 

What Caſe of Fleſh and Blood I pleavd to wear, 

I'd be a Dog, a Monkey, or a Bear, 

Or any thing but that vain Animal 

Who is ſo proud of being Rational. 

The Senles arc too groſs, and he'll contrive 

A Sixth, to contradiCt the other Five; 

And before certain Inſtin&, will prefer | 

Reaſon, which fifty times for one do's err - d 
Reaſon, 
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Reaſon, an Iznw fatuws in the Mind, 

Which leaving Light of Nature (Senſe) behind, 

Pathleſs and dang'rous wandring Ways it takes, 

Thro' Errors Fenny Bogs and Thorny Brakes 

Whilſt the miſguided Follower climbs with pain 

Mountains of Whimſies heap'd in his own Brain 

Stumbling from Thought ro Thought, falls head- 
long down 

Into Doubts boundleſs Sea, where like to drown, 

Books bear him up a while, and make himtry 

To ſwim with Bladders of Philoſophy, 

In hopes ſtill :oo'retake th? eſcaping Light ; 

The V apor dances in his dazling fight, 

Till ſpent, ir leaves him to eternal Night. 

'Then Old Age and Experience, hand in hand, 

Lead him to Death, and make him underſtand, 

After a Seatch ſo painſul and fo long, © 

Thar all bis Life he has been in che wrong: 

Huddl'd in Dirt the Reas ning Engine lies, 

Who was fo proud; {o witty, and fo wile : 

Pride drew him in, as Cheats their Bubbles catch, 

And makes him venture to be made a Wretch : 

His Wiſdom did his Happineſs deſtroy, 

Aiming to know what World he ſhould enjoy 

And Wit was his vain frivolous Pretence, 

Of pleaflingorhers at his own Expence . 

For Wits are treated juſt like Common Whores 

Firſt they're enjoy'd, and then kickt out of Doors ; 

The Pleaſure paſt, a threatning Doubt remains, 


+ That frights the Enjoyer with ſucceeding Pains. 


Women and Men of Wit are dangerqus Tools, 
And eyer fatal to admiring Fools. 


A4 Pleaſure 


-- CS) 
| Pleaſure allures, and when che Fopy eſcape, 
' ?*Tis not that they're belov'd, but fortunate, 
t' And therefore whar they fear, at Jeaſt they hate. 
| Butrnow methinks ſome formal Band and Beard 
Takes metro taskz come on Sir, I'm'ptepar'd. 
Thu by your favour, any thing that's writ 
Againlt this oibing jingling knack calld Wit - 
Likes me abundaitly, but you take care 
Upon this point not to be-too'ſevere. 
Perhaps my Nluſe were: fitter for this part, 
Fre I profeſs, T can be very ſmart © 
* On Wit, ' which I gbhor with all my Heart : 
I long to laſh it in ſome' ſharp Eſſay, 2 
But your grand indiſcretion bids me ſtay, 
And turns my Title of Ink another way. © 
What rage ferments in your deger'rate Mind, - 
To make you rail at Reaſon and Mankind ? 
Bleft glorious Man | to whom alone kind Hcav'a 
An everlaſting Soul bas freely given, © 
Wh m bis great Maker took ſuch care to make, 
That from bimſelf be did the [mage take, 
And this fair frame in fhining Reaſon dreſt, 
To dignifie bis Nature above Bcalt. 
Realon, by whoſe aſpiring infla:nce 
IWe take a flight beyond material Seuſe ; 
Dive into Myfteries, then ſoaring pt rce 
The flaming limits of the Univerſe, 
Search Fav n and Hell, find out what's Afed there, 
And give the World true grounds of bope 'and fear, 
Hold migity Man, cry, all this we know 
From the Pathetick Pen of Tngelo; 
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rom P.-= o—_—_ «» Pilgrim, S------ repiys, 

nd 'tis this very Reaſon 1 deſpi le! 

T his Supernatural Gift, that makes a Afire 

Think he's the Imape of the Infinite; ” - 

Comparing Ts ſhort Life, void of al Reſt, 

To the Eternal and the ever Bleſt. 

This buſte, puzling, ſtirring up of FS? 

That frames deep Myſteries, then finds*em out; 

Filling With frantick Crowds of thinking Pools! 

Thole Reverend Bedlams, Colledges and Schools ; "© 

Born on Whoſe V Vingss each heavy Sot can' 

The limits of the boundleſs Univerſe. Cf | 

So Charming Oyntments make bn'Old W##b fe, ! 

And bear a Crippled Carcaſs throuphithe Skie!'” Rs 

$ Tis this exalted Pow'r, whole bu&neſs lies ' 703”? 

g 11 Nonſenſe and Imprſſibilities. © © donde. 
This made a whimſical Philoſopher, ASI 
Before the ſpacious World his Tub refer; 291 1 5 
And we have modcrn Clozſter'd Coxernbr; "who" A, 
Retirero think, becauſe they have-taught r6 do.” 
Bu: Thoughts are giv'n for ARions ; 
V Vhere A&tion ceaſes Thoupht's impn1 = 
Our Sphere of Attion-is Lifes happineſs, 
And'he who thinks beyond, thinks like an Pl 
Thus whilſt againſt falſe reas 'ning'7 inveigh,' 
I owr right Reaſon, which I wewd obey; © 
Thar Reaſon that diſtinguiſhes by Sence, 
And gives us Rules of good and il] from thence; 
That bounds Deſires with a reforming V VA, 
To keep 'em more in vigour, not to kill. 
Your Reaſon hinders, mine helps to enjoy, 
Renewing Appetices yours wou'd deſtroy. 


My 


(10) 
My Reaſon is my Friend, yours is a Cheat ; 
Hunger calls our, my Reaſon bids me cat; 
Peryerſely yours, your Appetite do's mock, FT, 
This asks for Food, that anſwers, What's a Clock 7 
This plaia DiſtiaQion, Sir, your doubt Secures, # 
- *Tisnot true Reaſon I deſpiſe, but yours, 
Thus I think Reaſon righted ; but for Man, 
Þll nee recant, defend him if you can. 
For all his Pride, and his Philoſophy, 
*Tis evident, Beaſts are in their Degree 
As wile at leaſt, and better far than he? 
Thoſe Creatures are the wiſelt, who atcain, 
By fureſt M-ans, the Ends at which they aim : 
If therefore Fowler finds and Kills his Hares 
Better than M----- (upplies Committee-Chairs, - 
Though one's a Stateſman, the other but a Hound, RY}: 
owler in Juſtice wouw'd be wiler found. | 
ou ſce how far Mans Wildom here extends ; 
Look next if Humane Nature makes amends 
Whoſe Principles moft gen'rous are, and juſt, 
and to whole Morals you wou'd ſooner truſt. 
Be Jugge your felf, 1} bring it cothe Teſt, 
Which 1s the baſeſt Creature, Man or Beaſt. $ 
Birds {eed on Birds, Beaſts on each other prey, | 
But Savage Man alone do's Man betray : 
Preſt by neceflity, they kill for Food; 
Man undoes Man, to do himſclt no gogd : 
vw Teeth and Claws by Nature arm'd, they 
unt 
_ Nature's Allowance, to ſupply their Want ; 
But Man, with Smiles, Embraces, Friendſhips paile, 
Unhumanly his Fellows Life betrays, _ 
ith 
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With yolantary Pains works his diſtreſs, 

Not through Neceffity, bur Wantonneſs. 

For Hurger or tor Love they fight or tear, 

Whilſt wretched Man is ſtill in Arms for fear g 
For fear he arnis, and is of Arms afraid, | 
By Fear to Fear {ucceſhvely berray'd : | 
Baſe Fear,the Source whence his beſt Paſſion came, 
His boaſted Honour, and his dearbought-Fame 

+ hat Luſt of Pow'r to which he's ſuch a Slave, 
And for rhe which alone he dares be brave ; 

To which his various ProjeQsare defign'd. 

Which makes him gen'rous, affable and kind ; 
For which he takes {uch pains to be thought wile, 
And fc:zews his Actions in a forc'd Diſguilc, 
Leading a tedious Life, in miſery, 

Under laborious, mean Hypocrifie. 


* Look tothe bottom of his vaſt Deſign, 


Wherein Mans Wiſdom, Pow'r and Glory joyn; 
The Good he acts, the III he do's endure ; 

*I is all for fear, to make himſelf Secure. 

Meerly for Safety, after Fame we thirſt 

For all Men wou'd be Cowards, if they durſt : 
And Honeſty's againſt all common Sence, 

Men mult be Knaves, *cis intheir own defence. 
Mankind's diſhoneſt, if you think it fair, 
Amongſt known Cheats, to play upon the Square, 
Yow'll be undone-------- 

Nor can weak Truth your Reputation ſave, 

The Knaves will all agree ro call you Knave. 
Wrong'd ſhall he live, inſulted ore, oppreſt, 

Who dares be leſs a Villain chan the reſt. 


Thus 


(12) 
Thus Sir, you ſee what Human Nature cravcs, 
Moſt Men are Cowards, all Mcn ſhou'd be Knaycs; 
The difference lies (as far as I can ſec) 
Not in the thing ir.{clf, but che degree ; 
And all the Subj:& matter of debate, 
Is only who's a Koave of the firſt Rate, | 
All this wich indignation have I hucl'd 
At the pretending part of the proud V Vorld, | 
VVho ſwoln with ſelfiſh vanity, devilc 
Falſe freedoms, holy Cheats, and formal] Lics, 
Over their fellow Slaves to tyrannize. 

Bat if in Court fo juſt a Man there be, 
(In Court a juſt Man, yet unknown to me.) 
V'Vho does his needtul flattery dire&t 
Not to oppreſs and ruine, bur protc&t ; 
Since flattery, which way ſoever laid, 
I ſtill a Tax on that unhappy Trade 3 
"i ſo upright a States-Man you can find, 
VVhole Paflions bend to his unbyals'd Mind, 
VVho does his Arts and Palicics apply 
To raiſe his Conntrey not his Family > _ 
Nor while his Pride own'd Avarice withſtands, 
Receives Aureal Bribes from Friends 'cotrupted 

Hands. 

E there a Church-Man who on God relys ? 
VVhole Life, his Faith ad Dottrine jultifirs ? 
Not one blown up, with vain Prelatick Pride, 
V'Vho for reproot Sins does Man deride : 
V Vhoſle envious Heart, with his obſtrep'ous ſawcy 

Eloquence, 

Dares chide at Kings, and rail at Men of Senſe 


VVho 
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(139 
VVho from his Pulpit vent» more peaviſh Lies, 
More bittcl Railings, Scandals, Calumnics, 
Than at 2 Goſipping arc thrown about, 
VV hcnthe good IVives get 3runk, and ten {all out, 
None of than Senſual Tribe, Whole Talents lies 


ride, J 
VVho hunt go0d Liyings, Bur abhor good Lives3 
VV hoſe Luſt exalted tO tÞat height arT1ves, 
They act Adultery With their own Wes, 
And ere a ICOre of Years compleared bc; 


For dominecrins at. the Council- Board 3 
A greater FoÞ in buſinels at Fourſcore, 
Fonder of 1eri0s Toyes, aFfeed More 


Thar the 82 glittering F rwenty proves, 
Wirh all his noiſe, his 2Wary Clothes, and Loves 
But a meek Þ mble Man, eſt Sence, 
Who Preaching Peace, 4 ce Conunence 


Whoſe pious Life's 2 proof hc goes believe . 
My ſteri0u5 Truths, Which NO Man can concelVes 
| | h ; 


1f {uch there 276) yet grant me This at 1ealts 
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A Ramble in $t. James's Park; 


MF Wine had paſt, with grave Diſcoutſe, _ 


Of who Fucks who, and whodo's worle 
Such as you ulually do hear 
From them that Diet at the Bear ; 
When I, whaſtill rake care to ſee 
Drunk*aneſs reliev'd by Letchery, 
Went out into St. Zames's Park, 
To cool my Head, and fire my Heart ; 
Bur though St. James has the Honour on't: 
*Tis conſecrare to Prick and Cunt. 
There, by a moſt Inceſtuous Birth, 
Strange Woods Spring from the teeming Eatth : 
For they relate how heretofore, 
When ancient Pi began ro Whore, 
Deluded of his Affignation, 
(Jilting it ſeems was then in faſhion.) 
Poor penſive Lover in this place 
Wou'd Frig upon his Mothers Face ; 
Whence Rows of Mandrakes tall did riſe, 
Whoſe lewd tops Fuck'd the very Skies. 
Each imitative Branch do's twine 
'n ſome lov'd Fold of Aretine : 
And nightly now beneath their Shade 
ire Bugg'ries, Rapes and Inceſts made, 
Into this All-ſin-ſhelcring Grove, 
'Vhores of the Bulk and the Alcove, 
"eat Ladics, Chambermaids and Drudgee, 
he Rag picker and Hrirels rrudges ; EY 
4t= 


| 
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ar-men, Divines, great Lords and Taylors, , 
#Prentices Pimps, Pocts and Goalers, 
ZFoot-boys; tine Fops, do here arriye, 
/ And here promiſcuouſly they Swive. 
Along theſe hallow'd Walks it was 
* That I beheld Corinna pals ; 
Whoever had bcen by to ſee 
7 The proud Diſdain ſhe caſt on me, 
//Though Charming Eyes, he wou'd have Swore 
She dropt from Heay'n that yery Hour, | 
' Forſaking the Diyine Aboad 
In ſcorn of ſome deſpairing God. 
But mark what Creatures V Vomen are, 
{ So infinitely vile and fair- 
5 Three Knights & th'Elbow and the Slur, 
8 VVith wrigling Tails made up to her. 
The firſt was of your Whitehall Blades, 
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7 Near Kin to th Mother of the Maids; 


7 Grac'd by whoſe Favour, he was able 
To bring a Friend to th' V Vaiters Table ; 
' \VVhere he had heard Sir Edward S---- 


{ Say how the K------loy'd BanftedMutton, 


Since when he'd ne're be brought to ear, 
By's good Will, any other Meat. 

In this, as well as all the reſt, 

He yentures co do like the Beſt : 

But wanting common Sence, th' Ingredient 
In chuſing well not leafttexpedient, 
Convetts abortiye Imitation 

'To miyerſal Aﬀettation 

So he not only cats and talks, 


But feels and imells, fits dgwn and walks, 


Nay 


(16) 
Nay looks, and lives, and loves by rote; 
In an old ravwdry Birth-day Coar. 

The {ccond was a Grays Tin Wit, 

A great Inhabirer of the Pir, 
Where Critick-like he firs and Squints, 
Steals Pocket-handkerchiefs and Hints 
From's Neighbour and the Comedy, 
To Court and pay his Landlady. 

The third a Ladies eldeſt Son, 
Within few Years of twenty one, 
Who hopes from his propitious Fate, 
Againſt he comes to his Eſtate, 

By thele two FWorthies to be made 

A moſt accompliſht tearing Blade. 

One in a ſtrain *wixt Twne and Nonſenſe, 

Cries, Madam, T have lov'd you long fince, 

Permit me your fair Hand to kiſs: 

When at her Mouth her Cunt ſays Yes. 

In ſhort without much more ado. 
Joyful and pleas'd away ſhe flew, 

And with theſe three confounded Afles 

From Park to Hackney- Coach ſhe paſles. 

So a Proud Bitch do's lead about 

Of humble Curs the amorous Rout, 

Who moſt obſequiouſly do hunt 

The ſav'ry Scent of Salr-\woln Cunt. 

Some Pow'r more patient now relate 

The Sence of this ſprprizing Fate. 

Gods ! that a thing admir'd by me 

Shou'd taſte ſo much of Infamy ! 

Had ſhe pickr our to pub her Arſe on, 

Some (titi-Prick'd Clown, or welk-hung _ / 
* ac 
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Each Job of whoſe Spermarick Sluce 

Had fill'd her Cunt wich wholeſom Juice; 

I the Proceeding ſhouw'd have praig'd, Fd 
In hope ſhe had quench'd a Fire I rais'd : 
Such nat'ral Freedoms are bur jult, 

There's ſomething gen'rous in meer Luſt : 
But to turn damn'd abandon'd Jade, 

When neither Head nor Tail perſwade; 
To be a Whore in underſtanding, 

A Pathye Port for Fools to Spend in ; 

The Devil p:ay'd booty ſure with thee 

To bring a Blot of Infamy. 

But why was I, of all Mankind, 

To lo levere a Fate deſipn'd ? 

Ungratciul i why this Treachery 

To humble, fond, belieying me, 

Who gave you Priy'leges aboye 

The nice Allowances of Loye? 

Did everlT refi;/* ro bear ; 

The meaneſt part your Luſt cou'd ſpare » 
When your icwd Cunt came ſpewing home, 
Drench'd with the Sced of halt the Town 
My Dram of Spcrm was ſupp'd up after, 
For the digeſtiye Surfeit- Water. 

Full gorged at another time 

With avaſt Meal of naſty Slime, 

Which your deyouring Cunt had drawn 
From Porters Backs and Foot-mens Brawn, 
I was content to ſerye you up 

My Ballock full, for your Grace-Cup 

Nor eyer thought it an Abule, 


While you had Pleaſure for Excule, | 
B You 
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You that cou'd make my Heart away 
For Noiſe and Colours, and betray 
The Secrets of my tender Hours 

To ſuch Knight Errant Paramours ; 
When leaning on your Faithlels Breaſt, 
Wrapt in Security and Reſt, 

Soft Kindneſs all my Powers did moyc, 
And Reaſon lay difloly'd in Love. 
May ſtinking Vapor clzoak your Womb, 
Such as the Men you doat upon 

May your depraved Appctite, 

That cou'd in whiffling Fools delight, 
Beget ſuch Frenzies in your Mind, 

You may go mad for the North-wind, 
And fixing all your Hopes upon'r, 

To hayc him Bluſter in your Cant, 
Turn up your longing Arle to the Air, 
And periſh in a wild Deſpair. 

Burt Cowards ſhall forget to rant, 
School-boys to Frigg, Old Whores to Paint, 
The 7eſwits Fraternity 

Shall lcayc the ule of Bzggery, 
Crab-Lowſe, inſpir'd with Grace Divine, 
From Eartihy Ced, to Heav'n ſhall climb z 
Phyſicians ſhall believe in Jeſus, 

And Dilobedience ceaſe to pleaſe us ; 
Ere I dcfiſt with all my Power 

To plague this I/oman, and undo her. 
But my Revenge will beſt be tim'd 
When the is Marrz'd, that is, Lym'd ; 
In that moſt lamentable State, 


I']l make her feell my Scorn and Hate ; 


Pelr 


hh 
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Pelt her with Scandals, Truth or Lies, 
And her poor Curr With Jcalouſics, 

Till Thavye torn him from her Breech, 
While ſhe whincs like a Dog-drawn Bitch, 
Loath'd and depriy'd, kickt out of Torn, 
Into ſome dirty Hole alone, | 

To chew the Czd of Milery, 

And know ſhe owes it all to me: 

And may no Woman better thrive, 

Who dares prophane the Cunt T Swive. 


i. 
—_—S 
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A Letter fancy'd from Artemiſa in the 
Town, to Cloe inthe Connrey. 


Le, by your command in VerſeI write, 
Shortly you'll bid me ride aſtride and Fight ; 
Such Talents better with our Sex agree, 
Than lofty Flights of dangerous Poetry. 
Among the Men, I mean the Men of Wit. 
(Ar lealt they paſgd for ſuch betore they writ) 
How many bold Adyenr'cers for the Bays, 
Proudly deſigning large Returns of Praile, 
Who durſt that ſtormy Pathleſs Forld explore, 
Were ſoon daſht back and wreckt on the dull Shore, 
Broke of that little Stock they had before 2 
How wou'd a Womans tottring Barge be toft, 
Where ſtouteſt Ships, the Men of Wit are loſt ? 
When I refle& on this, I ſtraight grow wile, 
And wy own felt I grayly thus adyile. Y 
B 2 Dear 


C29 ) 
Dear Artewiſa, Poetry's a Snare, 
Bedlam has many Manſions, haye a Care 
Your Mule diverts you, makes the Reader fad; 
You think your [elt inſpir'd, he thinks you mad- 
Thus like an Arrant Woman as I am, 
No ſooner well conyined Writing's a ſhame, 


That Whore is ſcarce a more reproachtul Name 


Than Poeteſs----- 

Like men that Marry, or like Maids that Woo, 
Becaule it is the worlſt thing they can do z 

Pleas'd with th= Contradiction and the Sin, 
Methinks I ſtand on Thorns till I begin. 

You expect to hear at leaſt what Loye has paſt 
1o this lewd Town fince you and 1 {aw }att: 


What change las happen'd of Iatrignes, and whe-' 


cher 
The old one's laſt, and who and who's together ? 
But how (my deareſt Che ) ſhall I (et 
My Pentito write what I wou'd fain forget? 
Or name the loſt thing (Love) without a Tear, 
Since {o debauch'd by 11]-bred Cuſtoms here ? 
Love, the moſt generous Paſſion of the Mind, 
The ſofteſt Refuge Innocence can find, 
The fate DireQor of unguided Youth, 
Fraught with kind Wiſhes, and ſecur'd by Truth 
That Cordial Drep Heaven in our Cup has thrown, 
To make the naulcous Draught of Life go down, 
On which one only Bleſting God might raiſe, 
In Lands of Atheiſts, Szbſ:dzes of Praile z 
For none did c're {o dull and ſtupid prove, 


Bur felt a God, and bleſt his Power in Loye : 


T his 
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Thisonly Joy for which poor we were made, 
Is grown, like Play , to be an arrant Trae ; 
The Rocky creep in, and it has got of late 
As many little Cheats and Tricks as that: 
But what ye more a I/omans Heart wou'd yex, 
Tis chiefly carry'd on by our own Sex. 
On filly Sex! thoborn like Mmarchs free, 
Tarn Gipſies ſor a mezaner Liberty, 
And hate Reſtrain, tho' but from Infamy : 
They call whatever is not common, Nice, 
And, deaf to Natures Rules, or Loves Advice, 
Forſake theſe Pleaſure, to purlue the Vice: 
Toan cxatt pericCtion they have hrought 
The AQtion Love, the Paſjton is forgot. 

* *Tis below Wa, they ſay, it we admire ; 
And ceyen without approving, they delire : 
Their private Wiſh obevs the publick Voice; 
'T wixt Good and Bad, Whimfey decides, not 

Choice 3 

Falliion's {trown up to taſte, at Forms they ſtrike, 
They know what they would have, not what they 


like. | 
Bovy's a Beanty, if ſore few agree Sir 
To call him ſs, the reſt to that degree R. B. 


» | AﬀcCed are, that with their Ears they ce. 
Where | was viſiting the other Night, 
Comes a fine Lady with her humble Knight, 
Who had prevail'd with her thro' her owa $11], 
At his Requeſt, tho' much againſt his Will, 
'Tocome to London-»«--o- | 
As the Coach ſtopt, I heard her Voice more loud 
Than a Great bellied Womans in a Crowd, 
's 3: Telling - 
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Telling the Knight, ther her Afﬀairs require, 
He for ſome Hours ob{cquiouſly retire. 
I think ſhe was aſham'd 1ic ſhou'd be ſeen ; 
Hatd Fate of Husbknd ! T he Galant had been, 
Thovzh a diſcavJ, ill-favour'd Fool, brought in. 
Diſpatch, ſays ſhe, the Buyaels you pretend, 
Your b-afily Viſt: to your Drunken Friend; 
A Bottle ever makes you look {o fine, 
M:chinks I long to {mell you ſtink of Wi : 
Your Cowntry drinking Breath's enough to kill, 
Sowre Ale, correCt:d with a Lemmon Pill, 
Prethes farewel, we'll meet again anon, 
The neceflary thing bows, and is gone. 
She flies up ſtairs, and all the haſte do's ſhow 
Thar filly Antick Poftures will allow, 
And then burſts out----- And Madam; am not I 
The ſtrangeſt alter'd Creature! Let me die, 
T find my ſelf ridicalow/lly grown, 
Embarraſt with my being out of Town : 
Rude, an1 untaught like any Indian Quecn, 
My Country Nahednefs is flrangely ſeen. 
Hw is Loye givern'd, Lave that Rules the State ? 
And pray who are the Men moſt worn of late # 
When I was Marry d, Fools were All- amode, 
The Men of Wit were then h:14 incommode, 
Slow of belief, and fickle in deſire, 
Who, ere they'll be perſwaded muſt enquire ; 
As if they came to ſpy, not to admire. 
With ſearching Wiſdom, fatal ts their Eaſe, 
They find out why, what may, and ſhould wt pleaſe. 
Nay; take themſclves for injur d, when we dare 
Make *em think, bitter of us than we are : 


And © 
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And if we hide our Frailties from their fights, 
Call us deceitful Jilts, and Hypocrites ; 
They little gueſs (who at our Arts are griev'd) 
The perfect oy of being well deceiv'd ; 
Inquiſitive, as jealous Cuck)l1s prow, 
Kather than not be knowing, they will know, 
IWhat being known creates their eert a2 Woe. 
Women ſhou'd theſe of af Mankind awid, 
For Wonder by clear Knowledge w deftroy'd 3 
Woman, who is an Arrant Bird of Night, 
Bol4 in the Dusk, before a Fool's dull fight, 
Mut fl;, when Reaſon brings the blazing Light. 
But the kind eaſie Fool, apt to admire 
Himſelf, turits us bis Follies all conſpire 
To flatter bis, and favour our Deſire : 
Vain of bis proper Merit, he with eaſe = 
Believes we love him beſt, we beſt can pleaſe ; 
On him our groſs dull, common Flatteries paſs ? 
Ever mo(t happy whey moft made an Als ; 
Heavy to apprehend, though all Mankind 
Perceive ws falſe, the Fop bimſelf is blind, 
IWVho doating on himſelf--=---- ; 
Thinks ev'ry one that ſees him of his Mind. 
Theſe are true Womens Men. Here forc'd to ceaſe 
Through want of Breath, not will to hold her 
peace, 
She to the Window runs, where ſhe had ſpy'd 
Her much eſteem'd dear Friend, the Monkey ey'd, 
With forty Smiles, as many Antick Bows, 
As it't had been the Lady of the Houle, 
The dirty chatt'cing Monfter ſhe embrac'd, 


' And made it this fine tender Speech at laſt. - 


B 4 Kiſs 
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The Mcrit mire than Mens of VVit, and Love : 
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Kiſs me | thou curious Miniature of Man, 


How 044d thow art | bow pr:tty | bow japan | ; 
OhI cou'd live and die with thee | T hen on 
For half an hour in Complements ſhe ran. 


I rook this time to think what Nature meant 
VVhen this mixt thing into the VVorld ſhe ſent, 
So yery wile, yct ſo impertinent, 
Oae that knows eyery thing, that God thought fit 
Shou'd bean Aſs, thro' Choice, not want of V Vit; 
VVhoſe Fop:yy, without the help of Senſe, 
Cou'd n'cc bave riſe to {ſuch an Excellence. 
Natere's as lame in makinga true Fop, 
As a Philoſepher, the very Top 
And Dignity of Folly we attain 
By ſtudious ſearch, and labour of the Brain 
By Obſervation, Counſe), and deep thought: 
God neyer made a Coxcomb worth a Groat; 
VVe owe that Name to Induſtry and Arts; 
An eminent Foe muſt be a Man of Parts : 
And ſuch a one was ſhe who had turn'd o're 
As many Books as Men, lov'd much, read more ; 
Had a diſcerning VV#, to her was known 
Ev'ry ones Fault or Merit, but her own : 
All the good Qzalities that eyer bleſt 
AVPoman, (0 diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
Except Diſcretion only. ſhe poſleſt. 
But now Moncher, dear Pag; {ays ſhe, Adieu, 
And the Diſcourſe broke off, do's thus renew. 
ou (mile to ſee me, whom the World perchance 
Miftakes to have ſome Wit, ſo far advance 
The Intereſt of Fools, that I approve 


Bat 
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But in our SEX, too many Proofs there are 
Of ſuch whom \N its undo, and Fools repair : 
This in my time was ſo obſerv/d a Rule, 
Hardly a V\/cnch in I own but bud ber Fool ; 
The meaneft common S\ut, who long was grown 
The Feft and Scornef ev'ry Pit-Buffoon, 
Had yet I:ft Charms enomgh to bave ſubdu'd 
Some Fop cy other, fond to be thought lewd. 
Fe--: could make an [riſh Lord, a Nokes. 
And B-+--.M---- had ber City Cokes. 
A VVoman's ner ſo ruin'd but ſhe can 
Be ſtill reveng'd ou her Undoer, Man. 
How I-{t ſce're, ſhe'll find ſome Lover more, 
A more abandon'd Fool, than ſhe a VV hore. 
That wretched thing, Corinna, who has run R: 
Through all the ſeveral ways of being undone; 
Conzen'd at firft by Love and living then 
By turning the too dear-bought Cheat on Men. 
Gay were the Hmurs, and wing'd with Foy they flew, 
When firſt the Town her early Beautics knew z, | 
Courted, admir'd, aud lovd, with Preſents fed, 
Youth in ber Cheeks, and Pleaſure in ber Bed. 
Till Fate, or her il! Angel, thought it fit 
To mak; her diat upon a Man of VVir, 
Who found 'twas dull t) leave above a Day, 
Made his ill-natur'd Jeſt, and went away : 

Now ſeorn'd of all, forſaken, and oppreſt, 
She's a M:mento mori to the Reſt. 
Diſeas*d, decay d, to rake up Half a Crown | 
Max{# Morgage ber Long Scarf, and Mantoe-GowWn. 
Pow Creature ! who unheard of. 45 a Fly, 
In ſom? dark, Hil: mu{t all the V Vinter le 
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| But what the Fair One be advres can cure : 


. Then of the Lewdne(s of the Town complains, ; 
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An1 want ſhe muſt endure a whole halfe year, "Ti 
That for one Month ſhe Tawdry may appear : To 
I Eaſter- Term ſhe gets her a new Gown, Th 
When my young Maſters Worſhip comes to Town ; A 
From Pedagogue, and Mother, juſt ſer free, Be 
The bopeful Heir of a great Family ; IV 
Who with ftrong Beer, an4 Bect, the Country rules, T 
And ever ſince the Conqueſt have been Fools T 


And ſtill with careful proſpe&, to maintain E 
This Character, left croſſing of the Strain y” 
Shou'd end the Booby-Breed , his Friends provide 7 
A Couſin of bis own to be bis Bride. | 
And thus ſet out=---=: - 

With an Eſtate, no Wit, and a young Wite, 

The ſolid Comforts of a Coxcomb's Life ; 
Dunghil and Peaſe forſock, he comes to Town, 
Turns Spark, learns to be lewd, and is undone. 
Nothing ſuits worſe with V ice, than want of Senſe ; 
Fools are ftill wicked at their own exPence. 

This #re-pjown School-boy, left Corinna wins, 
At the firft daſh to makg an Als begins; 

Pretends to like a Man that bas nt known 

The V anities nor Vices of the Town ; 

Freſh in bis Youth, and faithful in bis Love, 
Eager of Foys which be do's ſeldom prove : 
Healthful and ftrong, be do's ng Pains endure, 


Greateful for Favours, do's the Sex eſteem, 
And Libels none for being kind to him. \ 


Rail: at the Wits; and Atheiſts , and maintains, 
L, 'Tis 
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'Tis better than good Senſe, than Power, or IVealth, 

To have a Blood wntaimed, Youth, and Health. 

The ill bred Puppy, who had never ſeen 

A Creature losk ſo gay, or talk ſo fine, 

Believes, than falls in love, and then in debt, 

Mortgages all, even to the Ancient Seate 

To buy this Miſtreſs a new Houſe for Life, 

To give ber Plate and Fewels, robs his Wife. 

And when to th* beighth of Fondreſs be is grown, 

Tis time to poiſon him, and all's her own. 

Thus meeting in her Common Arms bis Fate, 

He leaves ber Baftard H-ir to bis Eftate; 

And as the Race of ſuch an Owl deſerves, 

His own dull Iawfnl Progeny be flarvey. 

Nature, who never made a thing in vitin, 

But do's each Inſet ta ſume end ordaing 

Wiſcly provides kind keeping Fools no doubt, 

To patch up Vices, Men of Wit weer 0ut. ' ; 
Thus ſheran on two hours, ſont grains of Sence; * 

Still mixt with Vollies of Imper:inence.' 

But now *cis time I ſhow'd ſome pity ſhow 

To Cle, ſince I cannot chuſe but know 

Readers muſt reap the Dulneſs Writers Sow. . 

By the next Poſt I will ſuch Stories rell, © 

As joyn'd to theſe, ſhall to a Volume ſwell, 

Truet than Heaven, more infamous than Hell. 


But you are tir'd, and ſo am I----- 
| Farewel 


The 


Þ 4 ( 28 ) 
The Imperfect Enj1yment. 


Aked ſhe lay, claſp'd in my longing Arms, 

I filld with Love, and ſh: all oyer Charms, 
Both equally inſpir'd wich cager Fire, 

Melcing through Kindnels, flaming in Deſire ; 
With Arms, Legs, Lips, cloſe clinging to embrace, 
She clips me to her Breaſt, and ſucks me to her Face. 
The nimble Tongue: (Love's leflzr Lightning) plaid 
Within my Mouth, and to my Thwgbts convey'd 
Swift Orders that I ſhou'd prepare to throw 

The All-diffolying Thunderþbolc below. 

My flutt'ring Soul, ſprung with the pointed Kiſs, 
Hangs hov'ring o're her balmy Lips of Bliſ-. 
But whilſt her buſte Hand wou'd guide that Part 
V Vhich ſkowd convey my Soul up to her Heart, 
In liquid Raptures I diflolye all o're, 
Melr into Sperm and ſpend at ey'ry Pore : 
A Touch from any part of her had don's, 
Her Hand, her Foot, her very Look's a, Cunt. 
Smiling, ſhe chides in a kiad murm'cing Noile, 
And from her Bagdy wipes the clammy Joys ; 
VVhen with a thouſand Kiflzs, wandring o're 
My panting Breaſt, And is there then no more? 
She cries. All this to Love and Rapture's due, 
Muſt we not pay a Debt to Picalure too ? 

But 1 the moſt forlorn, loſt Man alive, 
To ſhew my wiſk'd Obedience, vaialy ſtriye, 
I Sigh, alas! and Kil(s, but cannot Swiye. * 


Eager 
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Eager Deſires confound my firſt Intent, 
Succeeding Shame do's more Succeſs preyent, 
And Rage at laſtcontirms me Impotent : 


Even her fair Hand, which might bid Heat retyrri 


To frozen Age, and make cold Hermits burn, 

Apply'd to my dead Cinder, warms no more 

Than Fire to Aſpes cou'd paſt Flames reſtore: 

Trembling, confusd, deſpairing, limber, dry, 

A wiſhing, weake, unmovying Lump I lie; 

This Dart of Loye, whoſe piercing Point oft try*d 

VVith Virgin blood, Ten thouſand Maids has dy'd ; 

VVhich Natare ſtill direfted with ſuch Art,' 

Thar it through every Cunt rc achz4 e'ry Heart 3 

Stifly reloly'd, *twou'd careleſly iyade 

VVoman or Boy, nor ought its Fury ſtaid, 

VVhere ere it pierc'd, a Cunt it found or made: © 

Now languid lies in this nnhappy Hour, 

Shrunk up and Sapleſs. like a wither'd Flower: 

Thou teacherous haſe Deſerter of my Flame, 

Falſe to my Paflion, fatal ro my Fame ; 

By what miſtaken Magick doſt thou proye 

So true to Lewdanels, ſo untrue to Love ? 

VVhar Oyfter, Cinder, Beggar, common VVhore 

Didſt thou ere fail in all thy Life before ? 

V Vhen Vice, Diſeaſe, and Scandal lead the way, 

V Vich what officious haſte doſt thou obey ? 

Like a rude roaring Hedor in the Streets, 

'T hat Scuffies, Cufts, and Ruffles all he meets ; 

Bur if his King or Country claim his Aid, 

The Raſcal Villan ſhrinks and hides his Head : 

Even fo thy Brutal Valor is diſplay'd, 

Breaks eycry Stews, do's each ſmall V/hore wn 
ut 
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But if great Loye the Onſet do's command ; 
Baſe Recreant, to thy Prince thou darſt not ftand, 
Worſt part of me, aud henceforth hated moſt, 
Through all the Town the common Fucking Poſt, 
On whom each whore rclieyes her tingling Cunt, 
As Hogs on Gates do rub themſelyes and grunt: 
Mayſt thou to rav'nous Shankers bs a Prey, 
Or in conſuming Weepings waite away : 
May Strangury and Stone thy Days attend 
Mayſt thou ne'r Piſs, who didſt refule to Spend. 
When all my Joys did on talc thee depend. 
And may ten thoufand abler Pricks agree 
To dothe wrong'd Corians right for thee, 


lo LOVE: 
O! Nunquam pro me ſatis indignate Cupido, 


O* Love! how cold and flow totake my part; 
Thou idle Wanderer about my Heart > 
_ Why thy Old faithful Soldier wilt chou ſee 
Oppreſt in thine own Tents ? They murder me. 
Thy Flames conſume , thy Arrows pierce thy 
Frieads ; 

Rather on Foes purſue more noble Ends; 
Achilles Sword wou'd gen'rouſly beſtow 
A Cure, as certain as it gayc the Blow. 

Hunter 
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Hunters, Who following flying Game, give ore 

When the Prey's caught; Hope {till leads on before. 

Wethy own Slaves feel thy tyrannick Blows, 

Whilſtthy rame Hand's unmoy'd againſt thy Foes: 

On Men difarm'd, how can you gallant proye? 

And I was long ago diſarn»d by Loye. 

Millions of dull Men live, and Scornful Maids, 

Well own Love valliant, when he theſe invades. 

Rome, from each Corner of the wide World, (ſnatch'd 

A Lawrel, or't had been to this Day thatched, 

But the Old Soldier bas his reſting-place, 

And the good batter'd Horſe is turn'd to Grafs: | 

- The harraſt hore, who liv'd a wretch to pleaſe, 

Has leaye to be a Bawd, end takes her Eaſc. 

For me then who have freely ſpent my Blood 

(Love) in thy Service and fo boldly ſtood 

I2 Celea's Trenches were't not wiſely done 

Fen to retire, and liye at peace at home? «+ 

No------might I ga,n a Godhead to diſclaim - 

My glorious Title to my endleſs Flame; 

Divinity, With Scorn, I wou'd forſwear ; 

Such {weet, dear, tempting Devils Women are. 

When e're thoſe Flames grow faint I quickly 6nd: 

A fierce Black Storm pour down upon my Mind. 

Hradlong I'm hurl'd, like Horſe-men who n yain 

Their (tury foaming) Courſers wou'd reſtrain, 

As ſhips; juſt when the Harbazy they attain, 

Arc ſnatch'd by ſudden Blaſts to Sea again : 

So Love fantaſtick Storms reduce my Heart ; 

Ralf-reſcu'd, and the God reſumes his Dart. 

Strike here, this undefended Boſom wound, 

And tor lo braye a Conqueſt be renowred. Po 
maſts 
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Shafts fly ſo faft to me from ey'ry patt; _ 
You'll ſcarce diſcern your Qiiyer from my Heart! 
What wretch can bear alive long Nights dull Reft, 
Or chink himſelf in4azy-Slumbers bieſt » 
Fool-----is not Sleep the Image of pale Death ? 
There's time for Reſt ; when Fate has ſtop'd your 
Breath. 

Me, may my ſoft deluding Dear deceiye; 

I'm happy in my hopes, whilſt I belieye. 

Now let her flatter; then as fondly chide; 

Often may I enjoy, oft be deny d. 

With doubtful Steps the God of War do's moye ; 
By the example in Ambiguous Loye. 

Blow to and fro like Down from thy own Wing ; 
Who knows when Joy or Anguiſh thou wilt bring ? 
Yet at thy Mothers and thy Slaves Requeſt ; 

Fix an Eternal Empire in my Breaſt : 
'And let th* inconſtant charming Sex, 

Whoſe wilful Scorn do's Lovers vex; 

Submit their Hearts before thy Throne, 

The YVoſſa World is then thy own. 


__— 
” 


The Miin'd Debauchee; 


$ ſome braye Admiral in former War; 

"a of Force, but preſt with Courage 
us | 

Two Rival-Fleets appearing from afor, 

Crawls to the top of an adjacent Hill; 


From 
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ich thoughts full of concern) he 


From whence ( 


; * - F 
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The wiſc and dating'CondaQ-of' the Fight ,- - 
And cach bold A@ion'to his Mind'renews - ©: 
His preſent Glory; and his paft Delight. 


From his fierce Eyes Flaſhes of 'Ryge he throws, ' 
As from black Clouds when Lightning breaks - -: 
away, vv fd Ib: 151- [! 
Tranſported, thinks him{elf amidsihis foes, : - -- 
And abſent yet enjoys the bloody Day. 
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So when my Days of Impotente #þproach; -'> | - / 
And I'm by Pox'and Wines wnfucky Chatice 
Driv'n from the pleaſing Bllows.of:Debauch; / 
On the dull Shore of lazy Temperance,  _ 

31:14 26932 NOUI.-1 46, 1-5; S861 


My Painsataſt forme Reſpite ſhall afford," © * 
WhilftI behold” the Battels you miaintam, © © + © 
When fleets of -Glafles' ail '*abour'the Board; - '- ** 
From whoſe Broad: ſides Yolleys of Wir ſhall rain; _ 


Nor ſhall the fight'of Honourable Scats, | 
Which my too forward Valour did procate, 

' Frighten new*liſted Soldiers from the Wars 
Paſt Joys haye more thanpaid what I endure. 


| Shou'd hopeful Youths (worth being drunk) proye 
nice, 

ES And from their fair Inviters meanly ſhrink, 

3 Twou'd pleaſe the Ghoſt of my departed Vice, 
4 If at my Counſel they repeat — drink. 


Or 


GS Fl 


Or ſhou'd ſome cold-complexion'd Sot forbid, 
Wirh his dull Morals, our Nights brizk Alarms, 
F1I fire his Blood, by telling what I did 

When I was (tronf,, and able tg bear Arms, 


Tl tell of Whoresattaqu'd, their Lords at home 
Bands Qucmcerhtabivn , and Fortreſs won, s 
Windows demoliſh'd, Watches overcame, 

And handſom Ills, by my contrivatce done. 


Nor ſhall our Love-fits, Chris, be forgor, 

When cach the-well-lookt Link: - opp renjoy; 
And the beſt Kils was the deciding: Lox. . | 
Whether thei Boy us-d you, or I the Boy. 


With Tales like theſe, I will ſuch Heat inſpire, 

Ar to important Miſchicf ſhall incline 

I'll make them lang ſonic Ancicnt Church to fire, 
And fear no Lewdnels they're call'd to by Wine. - 


Thus States-man like, I'll ſawcily impoſe, 
And ſafe (rom Danger, valianmly adviſe, 
Sheltcr'd in Impotcnce,urge you to Blows, 
And bcing good. for nothing elſe, be wile. 


1 
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 Fhe Argument. 


How Fab, Kill-Prick , SuckePrick 


did contend | 

For. Bridegroom Dildo, Friend di fight 
with Friend ; 

But Man of God , by Lay-men, called 
Parſon, 

Contriv'd, by turns, Bow tach mh rub 
ber Arſe an. 


GY, , Heav'n:born Muſe, for obly thou oft a,” 
How difcord dire berween two Widows fell ; 
VVhat mace the Fair One , and her well-ſhap'd 

Mother, | | 
Duty forget, and pious Natttre ſmother:- 


" EB VVho was moſt -Modeſt, Virtuons, or Fair, 


VVas not the caulc of conteſt, I date ſwear: 
Nor VVir, nor Breeding, raivd this Emulation ; 
Thoſe things with them are Triffes our of faſhion, 
Great was the Strife rais'dup by cnytous Fate, 
Tot ruin Pegs*s happy Reign and State. 

Vhen R---- wh eyil Eye beheld © 


| Then dear Friends, his Heart wich Rancour 


(well'd, 
hat in-one Houſe they were of one accord, 
anton in Bed, and Riotous at Board, 


| referring Brawny G----to Spiny Lord; 


e vow'd to break this Triple Apo of Love, 
\ndfrom their Breaſts _ Friendſhip tO _— 
2 n 


(36) 


In a foul Day;frami Bawdy Bath he flies} 


To put in A& his haſted Enterprile. 


[th' Bow of. bliſs, -where ſacred Ballocks dwells; 


There lives a Hag deep read in Charms and Ws 
Philrers and Potiong, that. by Magick Ski)! 
Can give an Eumic Stones. and Cuar its fill ; 
Babes at her cal} fly from the breeding Womb, 


y ith cla neighbor Tutrd in loathſom RF, to roam 


Finger, Dive, Pigo, rape 


The Virein Hymen, ſhe repairs the Gap: 
Fam through the. world for the, Cavmending 


fade : 


DK her he goes, t FERN her mighty. didgs 


1, e's.call'd the Mother of the: Maids. 


y Dame, (ſaid he) repleat with Grace, 
ab wet "Maids, Daughter of Noble. Race | 


Whil = of God to Betty B----- go, 


Whilft Prick and Pen with Hes and black as flow, , 


My laſting Verſe ſhall magnifie thy Fame, 
And melting Tarſe adore thy boly Name 
Thwef ore, : dear Mother lend thine equal Ear . 
Jy my kr and favour my juft Pray r. 
ere s @;Plice, adown agloomy Vale, 
Where burthen'd Nature lays ber nafty Tail 3 
Ten thouſand Pilgrims thither do reſort _ 
For Eaſe, Diſaſe, for Letchery and Sprt-: 
Thither two Beldames and a jitting Wife 
Came ta Swive off the tedious Hours of Li ie. © 
I willing to contribute to their Foy, 

Off.'d my Mute to th' young wnſatiate Toy, 


IWhi banſh'd Cuck , cauſe Cunt hecou'd not coy. 


The Bath. 


6 
= 
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Ki, | 
Her upright Dam, Kill-Prick,-ibe wife :old Jew, 
"8 . Told me, I muſt twelve times bes Womb bedew.” ' 
Fre her Child Suck-prick ſhonld ber Buttocks ſhew.” 
Reſolv'd to win (like Hercules)*ebe Prize, . BYY-4 
Twelve times I ſcour'd the Kennel "twixt her thighs ; 
The ebeating Jilt, at th' Twelfth, A dry-bob tris, 
My Prick and I thus croſs-bit in bigh Rage 
Appeal d to 16' rhilfeel Sticklers on the Stage ; © * © 
IWith that fair Tall-boy and bold Suck-prick come 
To ſqueeſe my- T arſe and paſs their final Doom ; *- + 
» | Saying, if one Priapus | could ſhew | 
One holy Relick of kind Pearly D-wv, | 
I the ewelfth Time in Kill-prick* s Arſe did ſtew. 
To thtir deciding Teft 1 did ſubmit ; 
Priapus ſqueez'd, a Snow-ball wy; emit * 
Tet: theſe two partial Dames A dry-bob ory, 
Prrform your Bargain (Peer) or Frig and dre. - 
Thus was | rookd of twelve ſubſtantial Fucks, - 
By theſe baſe ſtinking over-itching Nocks. 
Tour Aid, your Aid, dear Mpther me inſpire © 
With apt Revenge to feed my raging Fire. 
The Gracious Matron, ſmiling on him, /at2, 
1, © B: it 4 thou defir'ft my,dear lov'd Lal; oy 
I For this Abuſe the Rump-fed Runts ſhall mourn,” 
Till ſlimy Cunt to grimy Arſe-hole turn. 
By her Caves 'Mouth a verdant Myrtle grows, 
* 4 Bearing Lever Trophies on his Sacred Boughs'; ' | 
-  F The Crowns of Kings were off-r'd to this Shrine, | 
3 Dildees and Merkins of the Royal Line ; if 
2 Fair Ladies Hearts with Mirred Pricks cransfixr, 
4 In myſtick manner make the Crucihx. - 


CO 
£% 


Her * | C 3 To 
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To 2: 2 Tree ſhe leads him , from a Bough pulls 
own 

A mighty Tool, a Dili of Renown ; 
A Dildoe long, and large, as Hedor's Lance, 
Inſcribed, Honi Soit Bu Mal y Pence. | 
Knight of the Garter made for's vaſt Deſerts, 
As Modern Heroe was for's monſtrous Parts. 

This, Pious Son, ({aid ſhe) nail up in Box, 
By Carrier ſend it the(e ſalt-burning Nocks, 
Directed thus :. To tb' Lady moſt deſroing, 
Who's made moſt Slaves , and kept moft Pricks from 

Rarving. 

Orce- joy'd with hop'd Succels, away he flics 
To Bath diſguis'd, to bear the welcom Prize; 
Burt when they ſawthe Image of Bleſt Man, 
Who can expreſs how faſt, how (wift they ran, 
Each for her (elf ro fcize'r ! No Dog at Deer, 
Nor Hawk at Hern ſhew'd ſuch a ſwift Carecr 
Art once they ſouſc on the beloyed Prey, | 
And {worn Friends do engage in mortal Fray. 
Old Kill Prick, dreadiul ro her Friends and Foes, 
Like Luxermburgh in Back and Breaſt-plate ſhows. 
Gigantick Tall-boy, famed in the Welt 
For Corniſh Hugg, to th? Fight her ſelf addreſt 
Whilſt the Child Szck: Prick hop'd to ſteal away, 
By Stratagem, the Glory of the Day. | 
But all in yain, Tall boy wich one. Hand held 
Fove's Prize, with throther crafty Szck- Prick fell : 
But Looks, nor Meanaces, nor craſhing Blow, 
Could make ſtout Kill Prick quit her lov'd Dildo: 
Undzunted, ſhe maintain'd a cruel Fight, | 
For Conqueſt cratcht and tore with all her _ 
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$o havel ſcen a crump-backt Crablowſe tick 
With fervent love to lick creating Prick ; 
The more he pulls, the more-the loving Wretch 
Do's ſtrive to ſtay, and to cach Hair do's catch, 
Till murd'cing Man, cnrag'd, from Ballock tears 
The Nock- born Brat, and ends his hopeful Years. 
So had it far'd with Kil-Prick, had not Fate £ 
Sent Man of God to end the dire Debate. 

What Rage, what Fury ((aid he) do's ye flir, 
To ſhed the Blood of Saints in cruel War ? 
How will you make the Motber-Church t0 mourn, 
And to Fanaticks be the Publick, Scorn ? 
For ſhame, Dear Somls, reſerve your Neble Blood 
To ſpend with Man. Abaſhtthe Warriors ſtood 
To ſee the Holy Father in the Place ; 
But ſtrair on'th* Matter putting a good Face, 
Thus Xill-Prick ſpake : 

| To you, O Reverend Sir, 


The Juftneſs of the Cauſe I will transfer hk 
A Cauſe too great for Lay-men vile to try, 
Fit for Plus Ulkra's deep Divinity ; 
A cauſe for whicb Bleft Saints above won'd die! 
The modeſt Tall-boy ſo deyout appears, 
_ ſealing Pcicks, you'd think ſhe ſaid her 
ray rs- 
And though ſh! had almoſt won the bloody Field, 


| With Sack-Prick (Babe of Grace) to this do's yield. 


The cauſe being ſtated, Holy Man do's pray 
For a Blefting on's Endeavours, then do's ſay, 
Whereas, Sage Matrons , you do all agree 
Tour Caſe 10 yield t0 my Intoprity, : 
Fitter for General Conncil than week me ; 
C43 Dildoe's 


t 
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Dildc' 8 lawful Tool, deny't who can, 

Fl prove 'tis made for a meet belp for Man 5 

As unto Refior, Curate 4 aſſiſtant, 

So Dildoc's to faln Prick, - when Curt bas piſt ont. 

But here's 1þ' Ele& orduin'd for Proparation, 

Who truſts in this vis bleſt in Generation * 

This has done more than Tunbridge, Bath or Epſom, 

Though ne're fo barren, this is ſure to help 'em. | 
Then pulling out the Kettor of the Females, 

Nine times he bath'd him'in their piping hot Tails 

Panting, quorh he, Now Peace be on you all, 

When I am abſent, then on Dildoe cal ; 

As theſe in boly Church to Image pray, 

Il hen Wonder-working Saint is out o th w 
Thus all well-pleas d, to Church wy they £0, 
To fing Te Dewm for their dear Dildve. 


an. _——_ A. —_—— 


LE — 


An Aluſl 10n to Horace, | 


The Tenth Satyr of che Fic Book: 


Nempe inoyes uo Dixi pede ©. 


\KrEl Sir, *cis granted, I ſaid D- -.- Rhimes 

Were ſtoln,,  uncqual, nay dull —_ 
times : 

What fooliſh Paron 5 is ; there found of. his, 


So blindly partial to deny x me this? | by ; 
ut 


(4) 
But that his Plays,: embroyder'd up'and down 
Wirh Wirand Learning, juſtly pleas'd the vous 
In the ſame Paper Il as freely own. ', 
Yet having this allow'd. .che heavy Mals - 

That ſtuffs up-bis looſe Volumes: muſt nor we) (1 
For by thar Rule Þ might aqxwelladmy: 554 
Crown's tedious Scenes for Poetry, and: Wit. ©: 5) 
'Tis therefore not:enough when your falle Scnlſe” 
Hits rhe falſe Judgment of.-an:Audience, ©; - --:: 4 
Ot Clapping 'Feols'afſembleda vaſt Crowd, 

Till the thropg'd Phybouſe crack with the dull Lady 
Though ey'n that Talent merits, in-fome m_ 
Thar can diverrthe Rabble, and the County 
Which blundring.S---- never cou'd attain," © * 
And'puzling 0-»+> labours at in'yain :- -  * 7H 
But within duc Proportions circumſcribe © -: ©: * 
What &'re you write, that with a flowing Tidsi A 
The Style may riſe, yer in its rife: forb&ar | + ''-' +1 
With. uſeleſs words t oppreſs the wearjed Ear. : ., 
Here be your Language lofty, there more light, '' 
Your Rhetorick with i; "0g: unite : 24 
For Elegance ſake ſometimes allay the force 

Of Epithers, '*cwill ſoften the. Diſcourſe: 

A Jelt in {corn points out and hit the thing 

More hame than the moroſer Satyy's Sting, { 
Sbakeſpear and Johnſon did herein: excel, 1184F 
And might in this be imitated well ; 

Whom refin'd E --- copies not at all, 

Bur is himſelt a meer Original. i 
Nor that ſlow Druge in ſwift Pinderick Swain i'F 
F---- who G---- 1mirates With pains, 4 
And rides a jaded Muſe whipt with looſe Reins 
n 
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When Lee makes temp'rare Scipio fret and rave, 
And Hennibal a whining Amorous Slave, 


«I laugh, and wiſh the hot-brain'd Fuſtian Fool 


In B-»--- Hands, to be well laſht at School. 

Ot all our Modern Wits, none ſeems to me 

Once to haye toucht upon true Comedy, 

But haſty Shadwel, and flow Wieberly. 

Sha4wel's unfiniſhed Works do yer impart 

Great Proofs of force of Nature, none of Art; 

With juſt bold Strokes he daſhes here and there, 

Shewing great Maſtery, with little Care ; 

And ſcorns to varniſh his good Touches o'ce, 

To make the Fools and Woman praiſe 'cra more. 

But Wiehery carnshard what c're he gains, 

He wants no. Judgement, nor he ſpatesno Pains; 

He frequently excels, and at the leaſt 

Makes fewer Faults than any of the beſt. 

Taller, by Nature for the Bays deſign'd, 

With Force, and Fire, and Fancy unconfin'd, 

In Panegyricks do's cxcel Mankind. 

He beſt can turn, enforce, and ſoften things, 

To praiſe Great Conquerors, or to flatter Kings. 
For pointed Satyys I would Buckburft chule, 

Thebeſt good Man, with the wortſt natur'd Muſe, 

For Songs and Verſes, mannerly, obſcene, 

Thar can ſtir Nature up by Sprin unſeen, 

And without forcing Bluſhes,warm the Qneen, 

Sidley has that preratling, gentle Art, 

That can with a riiftleſs Charm impart 

The looleſt Wiſhes to the chaſteſt Heart, 

Raiſe ſuch a Conflit, kindle ſuch a Firc, 

Betwixt declining Virtue and deſire, 


Till 


| (43) 

Till the poor vanquiſkhe Maid diflelves away, - 
In Dreams all Night , in Sighs and Tears all Day: 
D--=» jn Yain try'd this nice way of Wir, | 
For he to be atearing Blade thought ft ; | 
But when he wou'd be ſharp, he ſtill was blunt, 

To frisk his frollick Fancy, he'd cry Cunt, 

Wou'd give the Ladies a dry Bawdy Bob, 

And thus be ot the Natae of Poet Squab. 

But to be juſt, *wwill to his praiſe be found, 

His Excellencics more than Faults abound 5 

Nor dare | from his Sacred Temples tear 

That Lawrel which he beſt deſcryes to wear. 

But do's not D----- find -eyen Jobnfon dull ? 

Fletcher and Beaumont uUncorrett, and full | 
Of lewd Lines, as he calls them ? Shakeſpear's Style 
Stiff and affeted z to his own the while | 
Allowing all the Juſtneſs that his Pride 
Soarrogantly had to theſe deny'd ? 

And may not I have leave partially 

to ſearch and conſure D---- Works, and try. 
If thoſe groſs Faults his choice Pen do's commit, 
Proceed from want of Judſtement, or of Wit? 
Or it bis lumpiſh Fancy do's refuſe 

Spirit and Grace, to loſc his ſlattern Muſe ? 
Five hundred Verſes every Morning writ, 
Proves you no more a Poet, than a Wit : 
Such ſcribling Authors have been ſeen before ; 
Mrfaphba, th' Engliſh Princeſs, Forty more, 
Were things perbaps compos'd imbalf an hour : 
To write what may ſecurely ſtand the Teſt 
Of being well read oyer Thrice at leaft, 


Compare 
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When Lee makes temp'rare Scipio fret and raye, 
And Hennibal a whining Amorous Slave, 
: I laugh, and wiſh the hor-brain'd Fuſtian Fool 

In B---- Hands, to be well laſht at School. 
Ot all our Modern Wits, none ſeems to me 
Once to have toucht upon true Comedy, 
But haſty Shadwel, and {low Wieberly. 
Shadwel's unfiniſhed Works do yet impart 
Great Proofs of force of Nature, none of Art; 
With juſt bold Strokes he daſhes here and there, 
Shewing great Maſtery, with little Care ; 
And ſcorns to varniſh his good Touches o'ce, 
To make the Fools and Woman praiſe 'cra more. 
But Wichery carns hard what e're he gains, 
He wants no Judgement, nor he ſpatesno Pains; 
He frequently excels, and at the leaſt 
Makes fewer Faults than any of the beſt. 
Waller, by Nature for the Bays deſign'd, 
With Force, and Fire, and Faticy unconfin'd, 
In Panegyricks do's cxcel Mankind. 
He beſtcan turn, enforce, and ſofren things, 
To praiſe Great Conquerors, or to flatter Kings. 

For pointed Satyrs I would Buckburft chule, 
Thebeſt good Man, with the worſt natur'd Muſe, 
For Songs and' Verſes, mannerly, obſcene, 
That can ſtir Nature up by Sprin unſeen, 
And without forcing Bluſhes,warm the Queen, 
Sidley has that prevrailing, gentle Art, 
Thatcan with a riiftleſs Charm impart 
The looſcſt Wiſhes to the chaſteſt Heart, 
Raiſe ſuch a Conflidt, kindle ſuch a Firc, 


Betwixt declining Virtue and deſire, —_ | 
I 4 
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Till the poor vanquiſke Maid diſſolves away, 
In Dreams all Night , in Sigbs and Tears all Day. 
D--=- jn Vain try'd this nice way of Wit, 

For he to be a tearing Blade thought fr ; 

But when he wou'd be ſharp, he ſtill was blunr, 
To frisk his frollick Fancy, he'd cry Cunt, 

Wou'd give the Ladies a dry Bawdy Bob, 

And thus he got the Natae of Poet Sqwab. 

But to be juſt, *twill to his praiſe be found, 

His Excellencics more than Faults abound 5 

Nor dare I from his Sacred Temples tear 

That Lawrel which he beſt deſerves to wear. 

Bur do's not D----- find et qr dull ? 

Fletcher and Beaumont uncorrett, and fu]l 
Of lewd Lines, as he calls them ? Shakeſpear's Style 
Stiff and affefted z to his own the while * 
Allowing all the Juſtneſs that his Pride 
Soarrogantly had to theſe deny'd ? 

And may not I have leave imparrtially 

70 ſcarch and conſure D---- Works, and try 
If thoſe groſs Faults his choice Pen do's commit, 
Proceed from want of Judſtement, or of Wit? 
Or it his lumpiſh Fancy do's refuſe 

Spirit and Grace, to loſc his ſlattern Muſe 
Five hundred Verſes every Morning writ, 
Proves you no more a Poet, than a Wit : 
Such ſcribling Authors have been ſeen before ; 
Mzrfaphba, th' Engliſh Princeſs, Forty more, 
Were things perbaps compos'd imhaltf an hour : 
To write what may ſecurely ſtand the Teſt 
Of being well read oyer Thrice ar leaſt, 


Compare 
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Compare each Phraſe, examine every Line; 
Weigh cy'ry Word, and cev'ry Thought refine ; 
Scorn all 4pplayſe the vile Rout can beſtow, 
And be content to pleaſe thoſe few you know. 
Canſt thou be ſuch a vain miſtaken Thing, 
To wiſh thy Works might make a Playheuſe ring 
With the unthinking Laughter and poor Praiſe 
Of Fopsand Ladies, faftious for thy Plays 2 
Then ſcad a cunning to learn thy Doom 
From the ſhrewd Judges of the Drawing Room, 
I've no 4mbition on that idle (core, 
But ſay with Betty M---- heretofore, | 
When a Court Lady call'd her B---- Whore ; 
I pleaſe one Man of i, am proud on'c too, ' 
Let all the Coxcombs dance to Bed to you. 
Shou'd I be troubled when the pur-blind Knight, 
Who ſquints more in his Judgment than his Sight, 
Picks filly Faults, and cenſures what write > 
Or when the poor-fed Prets of the Town 
For Scraps and Coach-room cry my Verſes down > 
T loath the Rabble, "cis enough for mc | 
Tf. $----, Somme, Wn, 
Geer, Broom, B----, B--, 
And ſome few more, whom I omit to name, 
Approve my Senſe, I count their Cenſure Fame. 
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\ _ FL Hen Shih Fubuſn, Fltcher rub the 


They cool fog 2 Freedom with the Age; / $ 
That:thefe' was {carce a:Knave or-fool:in Town, : * 
Of any Nate, bur;had:. bis PiQuire ſhown; 
And (without doubt) though ſome it may end, 
Nothing helps more: than Satyr toramend 
Ill Manners, or.ds trulier Virtues Friend. : 
Princes may. Laws:ordain, Priefts gravely Preach, 
But Poets moſt {ucceſsfully: will teach. ' 
For as a''Pgſikg-bell frights from his Meat Ty” 
The greedy fick Manahat roo auch: wou'd caty | ' 
So when aV ice rriricu)ous is made; | 
Oecr Ncigbor's Shame keeps us: Coonerctwing lad < 
Bur wholapine Remedies f few Palats pleaſe, 
Men rather love that flatters their Dilcaſe z 
Pimps, Paraſite; Buffoons, and all'their Crew ' 
Thar under 'Friendfhips Name weak Man ando, 
Find their falſe Drs kindlier nnderſtood, 
Than ſuch .as telk bold Trmths to do'us good. 
Look where you will, and you ſhall hardly find 
A Man without ſome fickneſs of the Mind. | 
In vain we Wiſe wou'd (cem, while ey'ry Luſt 
Whisks us about, as WPhirlminds do the Duſt: 
Here, for ſome needleſs Gain, a Wretch is hurt'd 


From Pole to Pole, and flay'd about the World ; 
While 


(46) 
VVhile the Reward of all his Pains and Care 
Ends in that deſpicable Thing, his Heir. 
There a vain Fop Morgages all his Land, 
To buy that gayd Play-ching,a Command; 
To ride a Cock-horſe, wear a Scarfe at's Arſe, 
And play the Puding in a May-doy Farce. = 
Here one, wham Ged to make a Fel thoughs if, 
In ſpite of Providence will be a VVit AM 
But wanting Strength uphold bis i] made choice, 
Sets up with Lewdneſs, Blalphcmy, and Noile. 
There, at his Miftris Feet, a Lovers lics, © + 
And for a tawdry' painted Balyy'dics; 
Fall on his Knees adores, and iy afraid 
Of che yain Idot he himſcif has made. 
Thefe,.and a;Fhoufand Fooktunmention'd here, 
Hate Potes all ; becauſe they'PFocny fear: +: 
Take heed (they cry) yonder Mad Dog will bite, 
Hecares not whom he falls on in his- Fitz © - 
Come bnt in's way, andſtraita new Lampoon - © 
Shall {prcad your: mang'd Fame about the Town, 
But why amTtkis Bug: bear 10 Nc ally 7 
My Pcn is dipe in: no ſuch bites Gall. 
He'thac can rail as one he calls his Friend, 
Or hear him abſeor wrong'd, and not defend; 
V'Vhofor the ſake of ſome ill natur'd Jeſt, 
Tells what he ſhou'd conceal, inyents the reſt ; 
To fatal Midnight Quarrels can betray + 
His brave Companion, and then run away, 
Leaving bim ro be murder'd'in the Street, 
Then pur it off with ſome Buftovon Conceit 
This, this is he you ſhouw'd beware of all, 
Yct him a pleaſant, witty Man you calb 


To 
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To whet your dull Debauches, up and down 
You ſcek him, as top Filder of the Town. 

Bur it I laugh when the Court-Coxcombs ſhow, 
To lee that Booby Sets dance Prove, 

Or chattring Porue from the-Side-Box grin, - 
Trickt like a Ladies Monkey new made clean, 
To me the Name of Raille ſtrait you give, 
Call me a Man that knows-not how'to live. 

But Wenches to their Keepers true ſhall rurn, 
Stale Maids of Honour reofler'd tusbands ſcorn, - 
Great Statcfmen Flattery and Clinches hate, 

And, long in Office, die without Eſtare;z '* © 
Againſt a Bribe, Court-Judges fliell decide 
The City Knavery, the Clergy Pride; 
E'ce that black Malice in my Rhimes you find, 
That wrongs a Worthy Man; or hurts a Friend: 
But then perhaps _ ſay; Why do you Write ? 
What you think hatmleſs' Mirth',. the World 
Thinks Spitey NE) 
Why ſhou'd your Fingers itch tohayea Laſh 
At Simius the Bufſoon, or Cully Boſh> =» 
What is't to you, if Aliodere's fine V Vhore | 
Fucks with forne Fop, whilſt he's ſhi our of deor ? 
Conſider pray; that dang'rous V Veapon V Vit; 
Frightens a Million, when a few you hit. 
VVhip but a Cur , as you ride through a Town , 
And ſtrait his Fellow-Curs the Quarrel own. 
Each Knave or Fool that's conſcious of a Crime; 
Tho! he (capes now looks for'c another time. 

Sir, I confeſs all you have ſaid is true 

But who has not ſome Folly to purſue ? 


(46 ) 
AM turn'd 2pixot, fancy'd Battels, Fights, 
When the. fifch Bottle had encreas'd the Lights, ':i - 
-War-like Dirt-pies our Here Paris forms, - 
Which deſp'rate B-fſw-wirhout Armour Bans! © 
Cornus, the kindeſt Husband ce're was born, '- f ) 
Still courts the Spark that do's his Brows adorn 2 | 
Invites him hometo dine, and fills his Veins : © 
With the hot Blood which his dear Doxy _ ) 
Grendio thinks himfelt a Bea Garcon, 
Fx his Eyes,: writes Lerters up and down,” £2 
with his ſawcy Love plagues-all-the Town:.c/ 
Iaile pleas'd to have-his Vawty thus fed, _'::.* 
He's caught with G-+-----, chat old Haga bed, ! 
But ſhou'd Iall che crying folliestell-- 
That rqw(ethe {leepjpg-Seryr from his: Gall, 
I tomy Reader ſhow'd- as cedious ptaye, : 
As that old Spatk, Ahanw, rnaking Love z 


Or. ford Roſeinsy) when with ſore ſmaoth Flariy / 
He gravely on the Publick tries $0 ſham, 

Hald then, . my, Maſe, 'cis titne-to; make an id, 
Leſt taxing others.thouthy (elf. offend. | - 
The Worlds a'Wood, in which all-lofe their way 5 
SO00E% by a difeca my cach, __ _ our 


50), J 


SES © 


( 49 ) 


: || Or the ſuppoſed Author of a late Poem 
| in defence of Satyr. 


T O rack and torture thy unmeaning Brain 

| In Satyrs praiſe, to a low untun'd Strain, 

F In thee was molt impertinent and yain. 
VVhen in thy Perſon we moſt clearly ſee 

) That Satzr's of Divine Authority, A 

'} MY For God made one on Man, when he made Thee ; 

To ſhew there were ſome'Men, as there-arc Apes, 
Fram'd for meer Sport, - whodifter but in Shapes; 

-* MW 1nthceare all theſe ContradiCtions joyn'd, 

> That make an 4ſs prodigious and refin'd. ' _- 

BB A Lump detorm'd and ſkapeleſs wert thou bornz - | 
Begot in Love's deſpite, and Nature's ſcorn, © 5c 
And art grown up the moſt ungrateful Wight,: 
Harſh to the Ear, and hideous to the Sight © i 

; Yer Love's thy Bus'neſs, Beauty thy Delight. 

Gurſe on thar filly Hour that firſt inſpir'd 

Thy Madneſs, to prerend to be admir'd, 

To paint thy griczly Face, to dance, to dreſs, 

'3 Anq all thoſe awkward Follies that expreſs - 

, Thy loathſome Love, and filthy Daintineſs ; 
Who needs.will be an ugly Beau Garcon, 
Spit at, and ſhunu'd by ev*ry Girl in Town, 
Where dreadfully Loves Scarecrow thou arc plactd, 
To fright the tender Flock that long to taſte : 

In While eviry coming Maid, whea vou 2ppear, 
Starts back for ſhame, and ſtraight turns Chaſte 

for ſcar. 
D For 


&. 
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For none ſo poor or Proftitute have proy'd, 
Where you made loyec, rendure to be beloy'd. 
'Twere labour loſt, or elſe [ would adviſe, 
" But thy half it will ne'ce let thee be wiſe : 
Half-witty, and half-mad, and ſcarce half-braye, 
Halt-honeſt ( which is yery much a Knave ) 
Made up of all theſe halfs, thou canft not paſs 
For auy thing intirely but an ſz. 


The Anſwer. 


R*#* on, poor feeble Scribler, ſpeak of me 

In as bad Termsas the World ſpeaks of thee, 
Sit ſwelling in thy Hale like a vext Toad, 

And full of Pox and Malice ſpit abroad ; 

Thou canſt hurt no Man's Fame With thy il] word, 
Thy Pen is full as barmleſs as thy Sword. 


— 
M—— 


— _ _— th. —— —_— 


ee... 4 


Seneca's Troas, AFG. 2. Chorus. 


= Death Nothing is, and Nothing, Death, 

-Theu:moſt Limits of a gaſp of Breath : 

Let the ambitious Zcalot lay aſide 

H's Hopes of Heavn\where Faith is but his Pride) - 
Let Slaviſh Soxlt lay by their Fear, LT 
Nor be concern'd which way nor where, 


After 


C 5t ) 
After this Life they ſhall be huri'd ” 
D:ad, we become the Lumber of the World, 
And to that Maſs of Mgtter ſhall be (wepr, 
Where things deftroy'd with things #nbora are kept: 
i Devouring Time {wallows us whole, 
| Impartial Death confounds Body and Soul : 
Fer Hell, and the foul Fiend, that rules 
God's everlaſting fiery Goales, 
Devisd by Rogues, dreaded by Fools, 
( With his grim griczly Dog, that keeps the Door ) 
Are lenflels Stories, idle 7; ales, 
Dreams, Whimſeys, and no more. 


& Upon Nothing. 


| | $ 
NAN Obins, thou Elder Brother even to Shade, 
Thou hadfſt a Being cre the World was made, 
And ( well fixt) art alone of ending net afraid. 


2. 
Ere Time and Place were, Time & Place were nor, 
When Primitive Nothing ſomething ſtraight begor, 
Then all proceeded from the great uniced What ? 


Something, the general Attribute of all, 
Sever'd from thee its fole Original, 


Into thy boundleſs (ef muſt ACEgnENs fall. 
2 


Yet 


—_ 4a Go. 


( 52.) 


& _ 
Yet ſomething did thy Mighty Pow'r command, 
And from thy fruitful Emprneſſes Hand 
Sratch Men, Beaſts, Birds, Fire, Air and Land 


Maticr, the wickeaſt on ſpring of thy Race, 
By Form afhfied, flew from thy Embrace, 
. And Rebel Light obſcurd thy reyerend dusky Face. 
6. 
Wit. Form and Maiter, Time and Place-did joyn, * 
Body, thy Foc, with thee did Leagues combine, 
. To ſpoil thy peaceful Realm, and ruin all thy Line. 


7. 
But Turn-coat Tiwe affiſts the Foe in vain. 
Ard brib'd by tice, afiits thy ſhort-liv'd Reign, 
And to thy hungry Fomb drives back thy Slaycs 
We". '__ apaln- | 
"Wy of 
I, Tho! Myſteries are barr'd from laick-Eyes, 
I. And the Divine alone with Warrant pries 
' Into thy Bymm, wherethy Truth in priyate lies: 


RG . 4 

” Yer this of thee the ie may freely ſay; 

i Thou from thc Vitzew nothing takft away, 

I” And to be part of thee, the V/:ked wiicly pray. 


{| : 10. Great 


(C539 

19. | | 
Great Negative, how vainly wou'd the VVile 
Enquire, define, diſtinguiſh, teach, deviſe, 
D.uitchuu nor ſtand to point their duil Ph.tſopbice: 


II. 
Is, or I« not, the two great ends of Fate, 
And tru- or falſe the Subje& of Debate, 
That perfect or deſtroy the yalt d:ltzns of Fate; 


12. 
When they have rack*d the Politicians Breaſt, 
Withia thy Boſom mo? '-carely reſt, 
And when reduc 12 icy are icaſt unſafe and beſt. 


13. ; 
But Nthing, why do's Something ſtill permic 
Thut Sacred Mmnarebs ſhoufd at Council fit 
With Perſons highly thought, atbett, for ntheng fi; ? 


I4- 
VVhilſt weighty Somzihing modeſtly abſtaing 
From PrincCfers, and from Srares-mens Brains, 
And Nwbing there like ſtately Nothing reigns. 


5. 
Nhing, who dwelt with Fools in grave diſcnile, 
For whom tie revfrend Shapes and Forms dovite, 
Lawn Slceves, and Furs, and Gowns, when they 


like thee look wiſe. 


*%% 
%. 


ÞD 3 | 19. Froycy 


(54) 


16. 
French Truth, Dutch Proweſs, Brittiſh Policy, 
Hybernian Learning, Scotch Civility, 
Smuntards Diipa: ch, Danes Wit, arc mainly ſeen in 
(thee, 


17. 
The Great Mans Gratitude to his beſt Friend, 
Kings Promiſes, Whores, Vows, towards thee they 
bend, 


Flow ({wittly into thee, and in thee eyer end. 


Upon his leaving bis Miftriſe. 


| las not that I'm weary grown 
Ot being yours, and yours alone, 


But with what Face can I incline 

To damn you to be only mine ? 

You whom ſome kinder Pow'r did faſhion, 
By Meric, and by Inclination, 

The Joy at leaſt of one whole Nation. 


Let racaner Spirits of your Sx 

Wirth humbler Aims their Thoughts perplex, 
And boaſt it by their Arts they can 

C-1trive to make one happy Man ; 

VVhilſt mov'd with an 1mpattial Senſe, 
Favours like Nature you diſpenſe, 


VVit Qaiyerſal Influence. 


"| 
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See the kind-receiving Earth 

To ey'ry Grain affords a Birth ; 
Oa her noShow'cs unwelcom fall 
Her willing Womb retains them all ; 
And ſhall my Celia be confin'd ? 
No, live up to thy mighty Mind, 
And be the Miſtriſs of Mankind. 


Song. 


N the Fields of Lincolns-Inn, 
Underneath a tatter'd Blanker, 
On a Flck-Bed, God be thanked, 
Feats of aftiyc Loyc were ſeen. 


Phillis, who you know loves Swiving, 
As the Gods love pious Prayers, 

Lay moſt Penſively contriving 

How to Fuck with Pricks by Pairs. 


Coridon's aſpiring Taxſe, 

VVhich to Cant had ne'ce ſubmitted; 
VVet with Am'rous Kils, ſhe fatted 
To her leſs frequented Arſe. 


Strephon's was a Handfml longer, 
Stifly propt With eager Luft, 
Nane for Champion was more ſtronger, 
This into her Cunt he thruſt. 
D 4 


Now 


(56) 


Now for Ciyil VVars prepare, 
Rais'd by fierce inteſtine buſtle 
VVhen theſe Herves meeting juſtle 
In the Bowels of the Fair. 


They Tit and Thruft with horrid pudder, 
Blood and Slaughter is decreed, | 
Hurling Souls at one another, 


VVrapt in flakey Clots of Sced. 


Nature had *twixt Cunt and Arſe 
VVilely placid firm ſeparation, 

God knows clſe what defolation 
Had cnſu'd from warting Tarſe. * 


| Though Fate a diſmal end did threaten, 
It provd no worſe than was defir'd ; 
The Nywpb was ſoundly Ballock-beaten, 
. Both the Shepherds ſoundly tir,d. 


Upon his drinking a Bowl. 


Ulcan, contrive me ſuch a Cup 
"1188 As Neftor usd of old, 

Me, Shew all thy Skill to trim it up, 
by,  Damask it tound with Gold. 


Make 


C57) 


Make it ſo large, that fill'd with Sack 

Up to the ſwelling Brim, 

Valt Toaſts onthe delicious Lake, 
Like Ships at Sea may (wim. 


Engrave not Batte] on his Cheek; 
VVith VVar [* ve nought to do, 

I,m none of thoſe that took Maftrich, 
Nor Yarmouth Leaguer knew. 


Let it no Name of Planetstell , 
Fix*d Stars, or Conſtellations? 

For I am noSir Sydropbel, 
Nor none of his Relations ? 


But carve thereon a ſpreading Vine, 
Then add two lovely Boys, 

Their Limds in Amorous Felds entwine, 
The Type of future Joys. 


Cupid and Bacchus my Saints are, | 
May Drink and Love till reign, 

With Wine I waſh away my Cares, 
4nd then to Cunt again. 


C58 ) 
O0Ngs 


A*® Cloris full of harmleſs thonghes - 
Beneath a Wilbw lay, 

Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought 
To pals the time away. 


She blaſh'd to be encounter'd ſo, 
And chid the Amorous Swain ; 
Bur as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 


He pull'd her down again. 


A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd her Heart, © 
In ſpite of her diſdain, 
She found a Pulſe in cy'ry Part, 


And Loye in ey'ry Vein. 


Ah Youth (ſaid ſhe ) what Charms ate theſe 
That Conquer and Surprize ? 

Ah let me----for unleſs you pleaſe, 
L baye no power to rilc. 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For fear ſhe ſhou'd comply ; 

Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray, 
And pivyc her Tongue the Lie. 


Thus ſhe whom Prinees had deny'd, 
With all rheir Powyp and Train, 

Was in the lucky Minwte try'd, 

And yielded to rhe Swain. 


—_ 


ng. 


C59) 
Song. 


Uoth the Dutcheſs of E----= to Mrs. Kn---2 
Fd fain have a Prick,, but how to come by'c, 
] defire you'll be ſecret, and give your Advice, 
Though Cunt be not coy, Reputation 1s nice. 


To ſome Cellar in S»dom your Grace muſt retire, 
There Porters with Black Pots fit round a Coal-fire. 
There open your Caſe, and your Grace cannot fail 
Of a Dozen of Pricks for a Dozen of Ale: 


w 
— 


It {o, quoth the Dutcheſs > 4y by God, quoth the 


I hore ; 
Then give me the Key that unlocks the Back door, 
For T had rather befuckt with Porters and Carmen, 


Taan thus be abus'd by C------and G+--=.-= 


S 0g. 


Riſe at Eleven, I Dine about Two, 
I get Drunk before Seven, and the next thing 
I do 
I ſend for my I/hore, when far fear of a Clap, - 
T Spend in her Hand, and I Spew in her Lap; 
Ti:cre we quarrel and [cold cl. Tall aflzep, 


V Vhen 


——_— 
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The 
« | Anc 
When the Bitch growing bold, to my Pocket do's | __ 7 
Creep. Do' 
__ ſlyly ſhe leaves me, and to reyenge the Af- 
ront, 
At once ſhe bercayes me of Money and Cunt. 
It by chance then I wake, hot-headed and drunk, 
What a coil dol make for the loſs of my Punk ? 
I ſtorm, and I roar, and [ fall in a rage, 
And miſling my Whore, I bugger my Page. 
Then Crop-fick all Morning, I rail at my Men, 
And in BedI lic yawning till Eleyen agen. 


——r—_—_— 


— 


S Ong. 


Ove a Woman! yarec an Af, 
'Tis a moſt inſtpid Paſhon, 
To chuſe out for Happineſs 
The idleſt part of God's Creation. _ 


Let the Porter and the Grhom, 
Things deſign'd for dirty Slaves, 
Drudge in fair 4nrelia's Womb, 

To get Supplics for Age and Graves. 


Farewel Woman, 1 intend 
Henceforth eviry Night to {it 
With my lewd well-natur'd Friend, 
Drinking, to engender Wit. 


Then 


( 61) 
Then give me Health, V Vealth, Mirth, and Wine; 
And if buſic Loye 1intrenches, 
| There's a ſweet ſoft Page of mine, 

Dofs the Trick worth Forty V Venches. 


y——__ 


. ries 
Song to Cloris. 


47 Cloris in a Pig-ſty lay, 

Her tender Herd lay by her ; 
Sheſlept, in murm{fring Grunclings they 
Complaining of the ſcorching Day, 

Her {lumbers thus inſpire. 


She dreamr, while ſhe with careful pains 

Her ſnowy Arms employ*'d, 

In Iyory Pails, to fill out Grains, 

One of- her Loye-convidted Swains 
Thus baſting to her, cry'd 3 


ly, Nywpb ! Oh fly ! ere 'tis too late, 
A dear-loy'd Lite to ſave; 

Reſcue your Boſorm-Pig from Fate, 
Vho now expires, hung in the Gate 
That leads to yonder Cave. 


y (elf had try'd to ſet himffree, 

Rather than brought the News, 

but I am fo abhorr'd by thee, 

Þ hat cy'n thy Darlings Life from me 

| know thou wou'dſt refuſe. 

Scruck 


( 62 ) 


Struck with the News, as quick ſhe flics 
As Bluſhes to her Face; 

Not the bright Lightning from the Skies, 

No Loye ſhot from her brighter Eyes, 
Move halt {o ſwift a pace. 


This Plot it ſeems the Luſtful Slaye 
Had lad againſt her Honour, 
Which not one God took care to ſaye, 
Eor he purſues her to the Cave, 
And throws himſclt upon her. 


Now pierced is her Virgin Zone; 
She feels the Foe within it, 

$he hears a broken Am'rous Groan, 

The panting Loyer's fainting Moan, 
Juſt in the happy Minzte. 


Frighted ſhe wakes, and waking Friggs; 
Nature thus kindly eas'd ; 

In Dreams rais'd by her murm'ring Piggy, 

And her own Thumb berween her Leger, 
She innocent and pleas'd. 


Mk Sws fund nd %. ws 


S ony ; 


(63) 
| Wl 


Lo" me leave to railat you, 

I ask nothing but my due; 

To call you falſe, and then to ſay, 
You ſhall not keep my Heart a day 
Bur alas ! againſt my will, _ 

I muſt be your Captiye ſtill: © 
Ah ! be kinder then, for 7 
Cannot change, and would not dic: 


Kindneſs has reſiſtleſy Charms, . END? tf 
All beſides but weakly moye, ME 
Fierceſt Anger it diſarms, | 
And clips the Wings of flying Love: 

Beauty do's the Heart invade, , . 

Kindneſs only can perſuadez 

Ic gilds the Lover's ſeryile Chain, © @— 
And makes the Saint grow pleasd again- ' 


_— 
I On CEE —— ———— 


The Anſwer. 


Wl Othing adds to your fond Fire 
G N More than Scorn, and cold Diſdain 
I. ro cheriſh your Defirc, 
Kindneſs ugd, bur *cwas in yain. y 
| Gu 


( 64) 
You inſulted on your Slave, 
Humble Love you ſoon refus'd, 
Hope not then a Pow'r to have 
Which ingloriouſly you ugd. 


Think not Thirſs, I will e're 

- By my Love my Empire loſe ; 

You grow conſtant through Deſpair, 
Love return'd you wou'd abule. 
Though you ſtill poſſe(s my Heart, 
Scorn and Rigour I nwſt feign : 

Ah ! forgive that only Arr 

Loye has left your Love to gain. 


You that cou'd my Heart ſubdue, 
To new Conqueſts ne're pretend, 
Let your Example make me true, 
And of a Conquer'd Foe, a Friend : 
Then if e're I ſhou'd complain 

Of your Empire, or.my Chain, 
Summon all 30s pope Charms, 
And fell the Rebel in your Arms. 


Tom - 


Will 


a SO  / 


Jong. 


J Hills, be gentler I adviſe, 
Make up for time miſ-ſpent ; 
When Beauty on its Deathebed lies, 
"I's high time to repent. 


Such is the Malice of-your Fate, 
That makes you old fo ſoon, 
Your Pleaſure eyer comes too late; 

How carly cre begun. 


Think what a wretched thing is ſhe 
Whoſe Stars contrive in ſpighr, 
The Morning of her Love ſhow'd be 

Her fading Beauties Night. 


Then if you make your Ruin more, 
Yor'l peewiſhly be! coy, 

Die with the Scandal of a Whore, 
And neyer know the Joy. 


T— — _ ——————_ — -—— — - —<—— ————_——— > — 


S Ong. 


T Rar cruel pains Corinna takes 


To torce that harmleſs Frown, 


When 


(66) 
VVhen not a Charm her Face forſakes. 
Love cannot loſe his own. 


So {weet a Face, fo ſoft a Heart, 
Such Eycs lo yery kind, 

Betrays, alas ! the filly Arr 
Virtue had il! defign'd. 


Poor feeble Tyrant, who in vain 
VVou'd proudly take upon her, 

Againſt kind Nature to maintain 
AﬀeCted Rulcs of Honour. | 


The Scorn ſhe bears ſo helpleſs proyes, 
VVhenl plcad Paſſion to her, 

That much ſhe fears, but more ſhe loyes, 
Her Valli] ſhou'd' undo her. 


_ 


— —  CC—— CC 


Womans Honour. 


Oye bad me hope, and I obey'd, 
Phills continu'd ſtill mnkind 
Then you may cen deſpair he ſaid, 
In vain I firive to change her Mind. 


Honour's got in, and keeps her Heart ; 
Durſt he but venture once abroad, 
In my own Right Fa rake your parr, 
And ſhew my {elf the mightter God, MM 
11S 


md 7 
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This hufing Honour domineers 

In Breaſts alone where he has place; 

Bur if true gen'rous Love appears, 

The Hettor dares not ſhew his Face; 
ſ 


Let me ſtill languiſh and complain, 
Be: moſt unhumanly deny'd, 

I have ſome Pleaſure in my Pain, 

$'11e can haye none with all her Pride. 


] fall a Sacrifice to Love, _, 

She lives a V Vretch for Honcur's ſake; 
V'Vhole Tyrant do's moſt crue! proye, 
The difference is not hard to make. 


Conſider real Honour then, 
You'l find hers cannot be the ſame ; 
'Tis noble Confidence in Men, 


I: VVomen, mean miſtruſtful Shame: 


S ong. 


O this Moment a Rebel, I throw down my 
Arms, 
Great Love, at firſt {13hr of Olinda's bright Charms, 
Made prou:l, and ſecure, by {uch Forces as theſe, 
You may now play the Tyrant as (oon as you pleaſe. 
E 2 VVhen 
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When innocent Beauty and Wit do conſpire 
To betray, and cngage, and inflame my Deſire; 
Why fhou'd I decline what I cannot avoid, 
And let pleaſing hope by baſe tear be deſtroy'd? 


Her Innocence cannot contrive to undo me; 

Her beauty's inclin'd,. or why ſhou'djit purſue me? 
And Wir has to Pleaſure beenever a Friend, (end? 
Then what room for Deſpair,ſince Delight 1s Loves 


: There can be no danger in Sweetnelſs and Youth, 
Where loye is ſecur'd by good Nature and Truth. 
On her beauty I'll gaze,and of pleaſure complain, 
While eyery kind look adds a link to my Chain: 


*T is more to maintain, than it was to ſurprize, 
But her wit leads in triumph the ſlave of her Eyes; 
I beheld with the loſs of my freedom before, 

But hearing, ſor eyer muſt ſcrye and adore. 


Too bright is my Goddeſs, her Temple too weak ; 
Retire divine Image, 1 fee] my heart break : 
Hclp Love! 1 diſſolve in a Rapture of Charms, 
Art the thougyt of thole F-ys I ſhould meet in her Arme. 


—— 
CCL r_—_—— << 


Songs 
Fo» happy Cloris ( were they free) 


Might our Enjoyments proye ? 
Bur you with formal Jealouſic 
Arc {til] rormenting Loye. Let 


» 


GP, 


Let us (ſince wir inſtruts us how ) 
Raiſe the Pleaſure to the top ; 

If Riyal Battle you'll allow, 
ll ſuffer Riyal Fop, 


There's not a brisk infipid Spark 
That flutters in the Town, 


But with your wanton Eyes you mark 


The Coxcomb for your own. 


You never think it worth your cate, 
How empty and how dull 

The heads of your admirers are, 
So that their Cods be full. 


All this you freely may conlfeſs, 
Yer we'll not diſagree 

For did you love your Pleaſure leſs, 
You were not fit for me. 


While I, my Paſſion to purſue, 
Am whole Nights taking in 

The luſty Juice of Grapes,-take you 
The luſty Juice of Men. 


Love and Lite, a Song. 


ASL my paſt life is mine no more, 
The flying hours arc gone 
Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n o're, 
Whoſe Images are kept in ſtore 
By Memory alone. E-2 


What 
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Whatever 1s to come, 1s not, 
How can it then be miae ? 
The preſent Moment's all my Lot, 
Ard it1r, as faſt as It is got, 
Friis, is Wholly thine. 


Then talk nct of Inconſtancy, 
Falle Hearts, and broken Vows, 
If 1by Miracle can be 
This live-long Minutz true to thee, 
"Tis all that Heayea allows. 


The Fall, a Song. 


Ow bleſt was the Created State » 
Ot Man and Woman,eretaey fell, 
Compard to our unhappy Fars > 
We need not fear another Hell. 


Naked beneath cold ſhades rhey lay, 
Enjoyment waited on D-ftrec, 

Each Member did their /1/s obey 
Nor cow'd a 3/7 (ct Picalure higher. 


But we poor Slaves to Hope and Fear 
Are never of our Joys ſecure ; 
They Icflen il as they draw near, 
Azd none bur dull Delights cadure. 
Then 
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Then Cloris, whilſt I Duty pay, 
The Nobler Tribute of my Heart, 

Be not you ſo ſeyere to ſay 
You loye me for a frailer part. 


Song. 


Hilſt on thoſe lovely looks I gaze 
To ſee a V Vretch purſuing, 

In Raptures of a bleſt amaze, 
This pleaſing happy Ruin 

'7is not for pity that T moye, 

His Fate is too aſpiring, | 

Whoſe Heart broke with a load of Love, 
Dies wiſhing and admiring. | 


But if this Murder you'd forgo, 

Your ſlave from Death removing, 
Let me Your Art of Charming know 
Or learn you mine of loving. | 
But whether life or death betide, *® 

In Love, 'tis equal meaſure, 

Tne Victor lives with empty Pride, 
Tae vanquiſh'd die With Pleaſure. 


E 4 


Sing. 
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Song. 


Y all Loye's ſoft, yet mighty Pow'rs 
It is a thing unfit 
1 kat Men ſhou'd Fuck in time of Flowr's, 
Or when the Smock's beſhit, 


Fair naſty Nymph, be clean and kind. 
And all my Joys reſtore ; 

By uſing paper ſtill behind, 
And Spunges for before. 


My ſpotleſs Flames can ne're decay, 
If after ey'ry Cloſe 

My ſmoakitg Prick eſcape the Fray 
Without. a bloody Noe. 


If thou wou'dſt haye me true, be kind; 
And take to cleanly inning ; 

None but freſh Lovers Pricks can riſc 
At Phillis. in foul Linnen. 


g—_— Wo T — — 


Song. 


__—_ room for a Blade of the Town, 
That takes delight in Roaring, 

And daily rambles up and down, 

And at Night in the ſtreets lies Snoaring ; 


That 
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That forthe Noble Name of Spark 
Dares his Campanions rally, 
Commits an Outrage in the dark ; 
Then links into an Alley. 

To ev'ty Female that he meets 

He (wears he bears Afﬀc&tion ; 

Defies all, Laws, Arreſts, and Fears, 
By the help of a kind Protection. 
Then he intending. further wrongs. 
By ſome reſenting Cully 

Is decently run through the- Lungs, 
And there's an end of Bally. 


—— 
> mmm 


SONg. 


' A Gainſt the Charms our Ballocks haye, 
How weak all humane Skill is? 
Since they can make a Man a {laye 

To ſuch a Bitch as Philly. 


Whom that I may deſcribe throughour, 
Afſhiſt me- bawdy Pow'rs, 

ll write upon a Double Clour, 
And dip my Pen in Flow'rs. 


Her Look's demurely impudent, 
Unegainly beauriful ; 
Her Modeſty is inſolent, 
Her Mirth is pert and dull. | 
I 
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A Proſtitate to all the Town, 
And yet with no Man Friends: 
She rails and {colds when ſhe lies down, - 
And curſes when ſhe ſpends. 


Bawdy in Thoughts, preciſe in Words, 
Fl-natur'd, and a Whore : 

Her Belly is a bag of Turds, 
And her Cuar a Common ſhore. 


yo OI 
— M— 


Song. 
Cannot change as others do, Y 
Though you unjuſtly ſcorn, 

Since that poor Swain that ſighs for you, [i 
- For you alone was born. | 
No Phillis, no, your Heart to maye, \ 

A ſurer way Þ try, 
And ro reyenge my lighted Love, I 


Will till loye on, will ſtill loye on, and die. 


VVhen kill'd with Grief, Amyntas lies, 
And you to mind ſhall call 
The {ighs that now unpity'd riſe, 
The Tears that vainly fall 
That welcome Hour that ends this ſmart 
VVill then begin your pain ; 
For ſuch a faithful tender Heart 
Can neyer break, can neycr break in yain. 


The 


(75) 


The Mock-Song. 


Swive as well as others do, 
I'm young, not yet deform'd, 
My tender Heart ſtncere and true, 
Deſerves not to be (corn'd. 
Why Phillis then, why will you ſwiyc 
With forty Lovers more > 
Can I (ſaid ſhe ) with Nature ſtrive ? 
Alas 1 am, alas Iam a VVhore. 


YVere all my Body larded ore 
VVith Darts of Love lo thick, 
That you might find in cy'ry Pore 
A well ſtuck ſtanding Prick ; 
Whilſt yet my Eyes alone were free, 
My Heart would never doub, 
In Am'rous Rage and Extaſle, 
Zo Wiſh thoſe Eyes, to wiſh thoſe Eyes fucker out/ 


Aus 
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Actus Primus, Scena Prima: 
Enter Tarſander and Swivanthe- 


The Scene. 
A Bed-Chamber. 


Tar. F® R Standing Tarſes we kind Natur 
thank, 

And yet adore thoſe. Cunts that make 'em lank. 

Unhappy Mortals! whoſe ſublimeſt Joy 

Preys on it (elf, and do's it ſelf deſtroy, 

Swi. Do not thy Tarſe Nacure's beſt Gift deſpile, 
That Cznt that made it fall, will make it riſe; . 7 
Though it a while the amorous Combat ſhun, 
And ſeems from mine into thy Belly run, 

Yet 'ewill return more vig'rous and more fierce 
Than flaming Drunkard, when he's dy'd in Tierce: 
Ir but retires as looſing Gameſters do, 

Till they have rais'd a Stock to play anew. 

Tar. What pleaſure has a Gameſter, if he knows, 
When e're he plays, that he muſt always lole ? 

Swi. What Pego loſes, *twere a pain to keep; 
We ſay not that our Nights are loſt in Slcep; 
What pleaſures we in thoſe ſoft Wars employ, 
We do not waſte, but to the full enjoy. 

LEx Tarſander, 


F uter 


CY ) 
Emer Celia: 


Cel. Madam,methinks thoſe ſleepy Eyes declare; 
Too lately you have ecas'd a Loyers Care; 
| fear you have with Intereſt repaid 
Thoſe eager Thruſts which at your Cunt he made: 
Sri. With force united my loſt Heart he ſtornvd, 
Like Age he doated, but like Youth perform'd. 
She that alone her Lover can withſtand, 
Is more than Woman, or he leſs than Man. LExemnt. 


—_ — 
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The firft Letter from B. to Mr. E. 


Ty = laſt Night on Mrs. Farley, 

My Prick was up this morning early; 
And I was fain, without my Gown, 

To riſe thy Cold to get him down. 

Hard fhifr, alas! but yer aſfure, 

Aithough it be no pleaſing Cure: 

Ot Old, the fair Agyptian Slattern, 

For Luxury that bad no Pattern, 

Tor fortihe her Roman Swinger, 

In ſtead of Nutmegs, Mace and Ginger, 
Did ſpice his Bowls ( as Story tells ) 

With Warts of Rocks, and Spawns of Shells. 
It had been happy for bis Grace, 
Had [ been in the Raſcal's place ; 

I who dofcorn that any Stone 
Shou'd raiſe my Pintle, but my own 


Had 
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Had laid her down on eyery Couch. 
And ipar'd her Pearl and Diamond Brouch, 
Unril her hot-rail'd Majclty ; 
Being happily reclaim'd by me 
From all her wild expenſive ways, 
Had wern her Gems on Holidays : 
Bur ſince her Cunt has long done itching, 
Ler us diſcourſe of Modern bitching. 

I muſt entreart you by this Letter, 


To enquire for Whores, the more the better : 


Hunger makes any Man a Glutton; 

If Roberts, Thomas, Mrs. Dutton ; 

Or any other Bawd of note, 

Inform of a freſh Petricoat ; 

Inquire I pray, with friendly care, 
VVhere their reſpefQtive Lodgings are. 
Some do compare .a Man rt a Bark, 

A pretty Metaphor, pray mark, 

And with a long and tedious Story, 
VVill all the Tackling lay befoce ye : 
Tne Sails are Hop?, che Maſts Deſire, 
Till they the gentleſt Reader rire. 
But howloc'ce they keep a pudder, 
I'm ſure the Pintle is the Rudde 
Tone pow'rful Rudder, which of force 
To Town mdft ſhortly ſteer my Courſe 
And it you do not there provide | 
A Port where I may ſafely Ride, 
Landing in haſte, In ſome foul Creck, 
Tis Ten ro One-I fpring a Leak. 
Next 1 mwſt make ic my Requeſt, 
It you haye any Intereſt, 


Of 
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Or can by any means diſcoyer 
Some lamentable Rhyming Lover, 
VVho ſhall in Numbers harſh and yile, 
His Miſtris Nymph or Goddeſs ſtyle, 
Send all his Labours. down to me, 
By the firſt Opportunity; 

Or any Knights of your Rownd Table, 
To other $Scriblers formidable, 
Guilty themſelves of the ſame Crime, 
Dreſs Nonſenſe up in ragged Rhyme, 
As once a Week they {(eldom fail, 
Inſpir'd with Loye and Gridiron Alc. 

Or any paultry Poctry, 
Tho! from the Univerſity ; 
Who when the K----and Q-----were there, 
Did both their V Vit and Learning ſpare, 
And have (I hope ) endeayour'd fince 
To make the I'orld ſome Recompence. 
Such damn'd Fuſtian when you meet, 
Be nct too raſh, or indiſcreet, 
Tho they can find no juſt Excufes, 
To put 'em to their proper Ules, 
The fatal Privy, or the Fire, 
Their Nobler Foe; at my delfire, 
Reſtrain your natural Profuſeneſs, 
And ſpare 'em, tho you haye a Looſenels. 


Mrg 
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Mr. F---=-- 's Anſwer. 


A® crafty Harlots uſc to ſhrink 
From Letchers dos'd with Sleep and Drink, 
When thcy intend to make up Pack, 
By filching Sheets, or Shirt from Back ; 
So were you pleas'd to ſteal awa 
From me, whilſt on your Bed [ lay : 
Bur long you had nor been departed, 
When pinch'd with Cold, from thence I ſtarted 
Where miſhog you, I ſtamp'd and ſtard, 
Like Bacon when he wak'd and heard 
His Brazen Head in vain had ſpoke, 
And ſaw it lic in pieces broke : 
Sighing, I ro my Chamber make, 
And ey'ry Limb as ftift as Stake, 
_ Unleſs poor Pego, Which did feel 
' Like ſlimy Skin of new-ſtripr Eel, 
Or Pudding that Miſchance had got, 
And fpent it (elf half in the Pot. 
With care Icleans'dahe ſneaking Varlet, 
That late had been in Pool of Harlot : 
But neither Shirt nor Water cou'd 
Remove the Stench of Leach'rous Mud. 
The Qu1en of Love from Sea did ſpring, 
Whence the beſt Cunts ſtill ſmcllilike Ling, 
But ſure this damn'd notorious Birch 
Wasmade o'ch' Froth of Fane Shore's Ditch ; 
Or elle her Cunt cou'd never ſtink 
Eike Pump that's foul, or naſty Sink. 
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When this was done, to Bed I went, 
And the whole day in {ep I ſpent 
But the next Moraing freſh and gay 
As Citizen on Holiday, 
| wandcr'd in the ſpacious Town, 
Amongſt the Bawds of belt Renown : 
To Temple | a Viſit made, 
Temple! the Beauty,of her Trade! 
The only Bawl thatcyer I, 
For Want of hore, cou'd occupy. 
She made me friends with Mrs. Cuff, 
Whom we indeed had usd coo roughly, 
For by a gentler way I found 
The Whore wou'd Fuck under Ten Pownd : 
Fo reſty Jades, which {corn to ſtir, 
'Tho' oft proyok'd by Whip and Spur, 
By milder uſage may be got 
To fall into their wonted Trot. 

But what Succeſs I further had, 
Aod What Diſcoy'ries, good and bad, 
I made by roving up and down, 
[1] tell you when you come to Town. 

Further, I have obey'd your Motion, 
Tho' much provok'd by Pill and Potion, 
And [ent you down ſome paultry Rhimes, 
'Fhe greateſt Grievance of our Times ; 
When ſuch as Nature never made 
For Poets, daily will invade 
Wits Empire, both the Stage and Preſz, 
Aad, which is worſe, wich good Sweceſ#« 


F 
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The ſecond Letter from B, to Mr. E. 


J* I can gueſs the Devil choak me, 
VVhat horrid Fury cou'd proyoke thee 
To uſe thy railing fcurrilous wit 

'Gainſt Cunt and Prick, the Source of it : 
For what but Cunt and Prick do's raiſe 
Our Thowghts to Songs and Roundclays? 
Enables us to Anagrams, 

And other amorous Flim-flams ? 

Then we Write Plays, and fo proceed 

To Bays, the Poets ſacred weed. 

Haſft no Reſpeft for God Priapus ? 

That ancient Story ſhall not (cape us. 

Priapus Was a Roman God, 

But in plain Engliſh, Prick and Cod. 

That pleas'd their Siſters, V Vives and Daughrcers, 
Guarded their Pippins and Pomwaters ; 

For at the Orchards utmoſt Entry 

This mighty Deity ſtood Centr, 

Inveſted in atatter'd blanket, | 
To (care the Magpies frem their banquet: 
Pur this may ſerye to ſhew we trample 

On Rule and Method by example 

Of Modern Azthors, Who to ſnap at all, 
VViylralk of Ceſer in the Capitol, _. 
Of Cinthia's Beams, and Sof's bright Roy, 
Known Foe to Buttermilk and Whey, 

V Vhich ſoftens ax, but hardens Clay. 


All 
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- | All this without the leaſt connexion, 
Which to {ay truth's enough to yex one ; 
Bur farewc! all Poctick Dizzinels, 

And now to come unto the Buſineſs. 
Tell the bright Nymph how ſad and penſiyely, 
Ere ſince we us'd her to offtenfiyely, 
In diſmal Shades, with. Arms accroſs, 
I fir, lamenting. of my Loſs ; 
.To Eccho I her Name commend, 
Who has it now at her 'Tongues end, 
And Parrot-like: repeats the ſame 
For ſhou'd you talk of Tamberlain, 
Cuffizy ſhe cries at the ſame time, 
Though the Jaſt Accents do not rhime : 
Far more than Eccho c're did. yer 
For Phillis or bright Amoret. 
With Pen:knife keen of moderate ſize, 
As bright and piercing as her Eyes, 
A glittring weapon, Which wou'd {corn 
To pair a Nail, or cut a Corn, \ 
Upon the Trees of ſmootheſt Bark 
I carve her Name, or elſe her Mark, 
Which commonly's a bleeding Hearrt, 
A weeping Eye; or flaming Dart. 
Here on a Beech, like Am'rous Sor, 
I ſometimes carve a True-loves Knot, 
There a ta}i Oak her Name de*s bear, 

Fla a large ſpreading Character. 
| choſe the faireſt and the beſt 
Of all the Grove 3 among the reſt, 

I cary'd it on a luſty Pine, 
1 { Which wept a pint of ox 
2 


Such 
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Such was the terror of her Name, 
By the Report of eyil Fame, 
Who tired with immoderate flight, 
Had lodg'd upon its Bowghs all Night. 
The wary Tree, Who fear'd a Clap, 
And knew the Virtue of his Sap, 
Drept Balſom into ey'ry Wound, 
And in an hours time was Sound. 
But you are unacquainted yet 
With balf the power of Amore ; 
For fhe can drink as well as Swine, 
Her growing Empire ſtill muſt thrive. 
Our Hearts weak Forts we muſt reſign 
VVhen Beauty does its forces joyn 
With Mans ſtrong Enemy, good wine : 
This I was told by my Lord O B ---- 
A Man whoſe Ford I much tclic on ; 
He kept touch, and came down hither 
When thou wert ſcar'd with the foul weather : 
But if theu woudl(t forgiven be, 
Say that a Cunt detained thee ; 
Cunt, whole ſtrong Charms the world bewitches, 
The Joy of Kings! th&Beggars Riches! 
The Courtiers Buſineſs | States-mans Leiſure! 
The tired Tinkrs Eaſe and Pleaſure ! 
Ot which, alas! I've leave to prate; 
Bur oh, the rigor of my Fate! 
For want of bouncing Bona-Roba, 
Loſcivis eft mbis pagina vita probs. 
For that Rhime I was fain to fumble; 
When Pegaſus begins tO ſtumble, 
'Tis time go reſt, your yery humble. 


Mr. 
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Mr. E----s Anſwer. 


oy loft and amy'rouſly you write 

Of Cunt, and Prick the Cunts D-light, 

That werel ſtill in Lenthorn Sweating, 

Swallowing of Bolus, or a ſpitting, 

I ſhou'd forger each Injury 

The pocky V Vhorcs have offer'd me, 

And only of my Fate complain, 

Becauſe I muſt from Cunt abſtain ; 

The powerful Cant! whoſe very Name 

Kindles in me an atnorous Flame ! 

Begins to'make my Pintle riſe, 

And long again to fight Loyes Prizz, 

Forgetful of thoſe many Scars 

He has received in thole Wars. 

This ſhews Loves chiefcſt Magick lies 

In VVomens Cuxts, not in their Eyes, 

There Czpid does his Reycls keep, 

There Lovers all their Sorrows ſteep; 

For having once but taſted thar, 

Our Miſcries are quite forgot. 

Tais may ſuffice to let you know 

That I to Cunt am not a Foe. 

Though you are plcas'd ts think me fo 2 

"Tis ſtrange bis Z:-al ſhoud be in Suſpicion 

Who dics a Martyr for's Relizior. 

But now ro give you an, Account 

Ot Coffiy, that Whore Par2mount! | 

F 3 Cuſfi'y 
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Cuffley ! whoſe Beauty warms the Age. 

And fill our Youth with Loyc and Rage; 

Who, Jike fierce Wolves, purine the Game, 

VVhile fecretly the Letch'rows Dame 

VV'rh ſome Choice Gailant rakes her flight, 

And in a Corner Fucks: all Nighr. 

Then the next Morning we all hunt, 

To ind whote Fingers Smell of Cunt, 

VV: JToaloufic and Envy mov'd 

Ajq.1init the Man that was beloy'd. 

VVhi!ſt you within ſome neighb'ring Grove 

}n3ire the Story of your Love, 

And with your Penknite keen and bright 

On ſtately Trees your Paſhion write, 

So that each Nymph thar paſſes through 

Muſt envy her, and pity ycu ; 

VVe at the Fleece, or at the Bear, 

VVith good Caſe-Knife, well whet on Stair, 

A gentle Weapim, made to feed | 

Mankind, and not to mz ke *'m bleed, 

A thouſand 4m'row Fancics ſcrape; 

Therc's not a Pewrer-diſh can ſcape 

VVichout her Name, or Arms, Which ai© 

The ſame that L-ve himlelt do's bear. 

Her ono, to ſhew-you Love's no Glutton, 

Ich enicit of, Sopper leaves his Mutton, 

Aad on a pricai:” Plate,: With care, 

Carves the bright Iniage of the Fair. 
Another, though a drunken Sor- 

Reglefts his V Vine, and on the Pot 

A Pand of naked Cupids draws, 

VVidh Pricts no bizger than wheat ficaws. 

| Then 
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Then on a naſty Candleſtick 

One figures Love's Hieroglyphick, 

A Conchent Cunt and Rampant Prick. 

And that the f1zht may more inflame 
The Lookers on, ſubſcribes her Name, 
Cuffley ! her Sexes Pride and Shame, 
There's not a Man but do's diſcoyer 

By ſome ſuch AdGions he's a Lover ; 

But now 'cis time to giye her oyer, 

And let your Lordſhip know you arc 
The Miſtreſs that employs our Care: 
Your abſence makes us melancholly 

Nor Drink nor Cunt can make us jolly, 
Unleſs wave you within our Arms, 

In whom there dwells Diviner Charms, 
Then quit with ſpeed the penſive Groye 
And here in Towu purſue your, Loye 3 
Where, at your coming you ſhall find 
Your Servant glad, your Milſtrels kind, 
And all things deyoted co your Mind 3 


With your very 


Humble Servant. 


On 


To 
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On Mr, E----H--- upon his 
B----P=-o 


FYOmeon ye Criticks, fiud one fau't whodare, 
For read it backward, Jike a Witches Pray'r, 

I will do as well 3 throw not away your Jclts 

On folid Nozſerſe, that abides a!l Teſts. 

_ Wit, like Tierce-Clarret, when't begins to pall, 

Neglectcd lies, and's of no uſe at all ; 

But 1n irs full perte&ion of decay, 

Turns Vinegar, and comes apain in play- 

This Simzle ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 

'Gainſt ſuch dwl! Rogues as now and then Write Senſe. 

He lies, dear Ned, who fays thy brain is barren, 

Where deep Cencetts, like Verrmin, bred in Carren, 

Thou haſt a Brain, (uch as thou haſt indeed, 

On what elſe ſhou'd thy worm of Fancy fecd > 

Yet in a Phiiberrt 1 have ofiea known 

Magegots {uryive, when all the Kernel's gone. 

Thy Stylc's the ſame, wharrver be the Theme, 

As ſomeDigeſtiions turns all Meat ro Plegm. 

Thy ſtumbling founder'd Jade can trot as high 

As any other P:gaſus can fly. 

As ski)iul Divers ro the bottom fall 

Soaner than thoſe that cannot Swim at all; 

So in this Way of writing, without thinking, 

Thou haſt a ſtrange alacrity in ftoking. 


Thou 


ſe, 
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Thau writſt below even thy own natral Parts, 
And with acquit'd Dulneſs and new Arts 

Of {tudied Nonſenſe, tak*ſR kind Readers Hearts. 
So the dult Eel moves nimbler in the Mud 

Than all the {wift hinn'd Racers of the Flood. 
Therefore dear Ned, at my advice for bear 

Such loud Complaints *gainſt Criticks to prefer, 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant Libefer : \ 
Thou ferr'it thy Name ro what thy ſelt doſt write, 
Did cycr Libel yet fo ſharply bite? | 


> -<— —  — 
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On the ſame Author, upon 
his B--- Poo 


S when a B#ly draws his Sword 
Thovgh no Man gives him a croſs word, 
And all Per{waſtons are in vain, 
To make him pur it up again ; 
Each Man draws too. and falls upon bim, 
To take the wicked Weapn from him :; 
Ev'n fo, dear Ned, thy deff'rate Pen 
No bſs difturbs all witty Men, 
And makes *em wonder what a Devll 
Provokes thee to be fo unciy1l ; 
When thou and all thy Friends mult know *cm, 
Thou yet wilt dare to print thy Poem. . 
t har poor Curs Fate and thine are one, 
Who has his Tait pegg'd in a Bune ; | 
Abour 
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About he'ruas, no body'll ewn him, 
Men, Boys and Dogs are all upon him. 
And firſt the greater VVirs were at thee 
Now ev'ry little Fool will pat thee : 
Fellows that ne'ce were heard or read of . 
(If thou writ on) will write thy Head off. 
Thus Maſtives only have the knack 

To caft the Bear upon his back ; 

But when th' unwicldy Beaft is thrown, 
Mungrils will ſerve to keep him down. 
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On the ſame Author, upon 
his New Ut------ 


Hou damn'd Antipodes to Common Senſe, 
Thou Foil of Fluence | prithce tell from whence 
Do's all this mighty Rock of Dulneſs Spring, 
V Vhich in ſuch loads thou to the Stage doſt bring ? 
It's all thine own? or haſt thou from S1w-bill 
The aſſurance of ſome Ballad-making Sil 2 
No, they fly higher yet ; thy Plays are {ſuch 
F'd ſwear they were rranilated our of Dutch : 
And who the Devil was &ce yer fo drunk, 
To read the Voluracs of AMyn Heer Van Dunk? 
Fain wou'd 1 know what Diet thou doſt keep, 
If chon doſt alwayy, or doſt never fleepz 
Sure Haſty-pudding is thy chicteſt Diſh, 
VVith Lights and Liyers, and With ſtinking po 


ce 
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Ox-cheek, Trips,Garbage,thou doſt treat thy Brain, 
Which nobly pays this Tribate back again. 

With Dazy-roois, thy Dwariſh Muſe is fed, 

A Giants Body, with a Pigmies Hcad. 

Canſt thouner find *mongſt all thy num'rous Race 
One Friend fo kind, to teil thee that thy Play's 
Laught at by Box, Pit, Gallery, nay Stage, 

And grown the nauſeous Grieyance of this Age? 
Think on't a while, and thon wilt quickly fad 
Thy Body made for Labour. not thy Mind, 
No otlzer uſe of Paper thou ſhout make, 

But carrying Loads of Rhimesupon thy Back ; 
Carry vaſt Burthens, till thy ſhoulders ſhrink, 
But curſt be he that gives thee Pen and Iok 
Thoſedang'rous weapons ſhou'd be kept from Fools, 
As Nurſes from their Children keep Edge-tools. 
For thy dull Mxſe a Muckender were fir, 
To wipe the Slav*rings of her Tnfant-wir 

Which, tho' tis late (it Juſtice cou'd be found) 
Shou'd like blind new- born Puppies, vert be drown'd. 
For Were i: not Reſpe&&t we mult afford 

To any Muſe that's Grand-child to a Lord, 

Thine in the Ducking-{tocl ſhou'd take ber Sear, 
Drencht like her ſelf in a _great Chair of State, 
VVhere like a Muſe of 2valiy ſhe] die, 

And thou thv fclf ſhalc make her Elegy ; 

Is the fame ſtrain thou writſt thy Comedy. 
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The Diſappointment. 


b 

'$ 25 Day the Amorrus Liſanler, 

By an impatient Paflion ſway'd, 
Surpriz'd fair Chris, that lov'd Maid, 
Who cou'd defend her ſelf no longer ; 
All things did wich his Loye conſpire, 
The gilded Planet of the Day, 
Inhis gay Chariot, drawn by Fire, 
Was now deſcending to the Seca, 
And left no Light to guide the World, 
But what from Cloris brighter Eyes was hurld. 


2. 
In alone Thicker, made for Loye, 
Silent as yielding Maids Conſent, 
She with a charming Languiſhment 
Permits his force, yet gently ſtroyc; 
Her Hands his Byſom {oftly meer, 
Bur not to put him back deſigry, 
Rather to draw him on inclin'd, 
Whilſt he lay trembling at her feet 
Reſiſtance *cis too late to ſhew, 
She wants the power to ſay----4b! whar do you do? 


3 
Her bright Eyes {weer, and yet Severe, 


Where Loye and Shame confus'dly ſtriye, 
| Freſh 


| 2 
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Freſh vigor to Liſande give : 
And whiſpring ſoftly in his Ear, 
She cry d----Ceaſe---- ceaſe---- your vain deſire, 
Or I'll call out---- What wou'd you do 
My dearcr Honour, ev'ng to you, 
I cannot---- muſt not give---- retire, 
Or take that Life whoſe chiefeft part 
T gave you with the Conqueſt of my Heart. 


But he as much unus'd to fear 

As he was capable of Love, 

The bleſſed Minutes to improve, 
Kiſſes her Lips, her Neck, her Hair ! 
Each touch her new Deſires alarms ! 
His burning trembling Hand he preſt 
Upon her melting Snowy Breaſt, 
While ſhe lay panting in his Arms ! 
All her unguarded Beauties lic 

The Spoils and Trophies of the Enemy: 


5. 

And now, without Reſpe& or Fear, 

He ſeeks the Object of his Vows ; 

His Loyc no Modcſty allows : 

By ſwift degrees adyancing where 

His daring Hand that Altar ſciz'd 

W bere Gods of Loye do Sacrifice ; 

That awtul Throne, that Paradiſe, 

Where Rage istam'd, and Anger pleag'd 

Thar Living Fowztain, from whoſe Trills 

The melted Soul in liquid Drops diſtils. ack 
« TICT 
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Her balmy Lip; encountring his, 

Their Bodies as their Souls they joyn'd, 

IVhere both in Tranſports were confin'd 

Extend themſelves upon the Moſs. 

Cloris balft dead and breathleſs lay, 

Her Eyes appcar'd like humid Light, 

Such as divides the Day and Night, 

Or falling Stars whoſe fires decay ; 

And now no figns of Life ſhe ſhows, 

But What in ſhort-breath'd fighs returns and goes, 


| 2. 
He ſaw how at licr length ſhe lay, 

He ſaw her rifing Byſors bare, 

Her looſe thin Robes, through which appear 
A Shape defign'd for Love and Play ; 

* Abandon by her Pride and Shame, 
She do's her ſofteſt Sweets diſpenſe, 
Offring her Virgin-Ianocence 

A Viftim ro Loves Sacred Flame 3 
IWhilt th” orc-ravithc Shepherd lies, 
Unable to perform the Sacrifice. 


Ss, 
Ready to taſte a Thouſand Joys, 
The too tran{ported hapleſs Swain, 
Found the vaſt Pl:s{ure turn'd ro Pain : 
Pleauſure, Which t50 much Love deſtroys ! 
The willing Garment by he laid, 
And Heay'a all open to his yiew ; HF 
Mad 


\ 
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Mad to poſſeſs, himſelf he thtew 
On the defencelels loycly Maid : 
But oh! what envious Geds conſpire 
To ſnatch his Pow*r, yet leave him the Deſire! 


9. 
Natures ſupport, withour whoſe Aid 
She can no humane Being pive, 

I {e]Jf now wants the Art to live, 
Faintneſs it ſlacken*d Nerves invade : 

I yain th* enraged Youth afflaid 

To call his fleeting Vigour back, 

No Motion *twill from Motion take, 
Exceſs of Love is Love betray'd 3 

I yain he tolls, in yain commands, 

Th* Inſenſible fell weeping in his Hands. 


IO, 


In this ſo Am*row cruel trite, 

VVhere Love and Fare were too leyere, 

The poor Liſender 1n Deſpair, 

Renounc'd his Reaſon with his Lite. 

Now all the brisk and aCtive Fire 

That ſhould the ng@bler Port inflamae, 

Unative, frigid, dull became, 

And leſt no Spark for new Deſire ; 

Not all her naked Charms cou'd move 

Or calm that Rage that had debauch*d his Love, 


If, 


Chry returning trom the Trexce 


Weich Love and jaſt Defuc had bred, 
Her 
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Her tim'rous Hand ſhe gently laid, 
Or guided by Deſign or Chance, 
Upon that fabulous Priapas, 
That Potent God (as Poets feign.) 
Bur neyer did young Shepherdels 
(Gath'riog of Fern upon the Plain) 
More nimbly draw her fingers back, 
Finding beneath theVerdant Leaves a Snake, 


12. 
Then Chris her fair Hand withdrew, 
Finding that God of her Deſires 
Dilarm'd of all his pow'rful fires, 
And cold asFlowr's bath'd in thcMorning-dew: 
Whoccan the Nymphs Contuſton guels> 
The Blood forlood the kinder place, 
And ſtrew'd with Blaſter all her Face, 
Which both Diſdain and Shame cxpreſs; 
And from Liſanders Arms ſhe fled, 
Leaving him fainting on the gloomy Bed. 


12. 
Like Lightning through M Grove ſhe hies, 
Or Daphne trom the Delphick God z 

No print upon the gratfic Road 

She leaves, © inſtruCt purſuing Eyes. 
The Wind that wanton'd in her Hair. 
And with her ruffled Garments plaid, 
Diſcover'd in the lying Maid 

All that the Gods &re made of Fair. 

So Venus, when her Love was ſlain, 
With fear and bafte flew o're tbe fatal Plain. 


14. The 
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14. 
The Nympbs Reſentments none but I 
Can wcll imagine and condole; . 
Burt none can gueſs Liſanders Soul, 

But thoſe_ who ſway'd his Deſtiny :, 
His {ilent Griefs {well up. to Storms, 
And not one God his Fury ſpares ; 

He curſt his Birth, his Fate, his Stars, 
But mere the Shepherdefſes Charms; 
Whoſe loft bewiiching Influence 

Had damn*d aim to the Hellot Impotence. 


LA 


On Funiper-Tree, new cut down to 
make Busks. 


Wk happy I triumphant ſtood 
The Pride add Glory of the Wood, 
My Aromatich, Boughs'and Fruit 

Did with all other Trees dilpute, 

Had Right by Natzre to excel, 

In pleaſing both the Tafte and Smell ; 
Bur to the Touch, I muſt confeſs, 
Bore an unwilling Sullenneſs, 

My Wealth, like baſhful Virgins, I 
Yiclding with ſome reluQancy 

For which my value ſhou'd be more, 
Not giving cafily'my Store. | 
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My Verdant Branches all the Ycar 
Did an Eternal Beamty wear, 

Did ever young and gay appear ; 
Nor needed any Tribute pay 

For Bownties from the God of Day. 
Nor do I hold Supremacy, 

In all the Wood, o're evPry Tree, 

But ey'a thoſe two of my own Race, 
Tk at grew not in this bappy place : 
But that in which I glory moſt, | 
And do my iclf With Reaſsn boaſt, 1 
Beneath my Shade the other Day ; 
Young Phitecles and Cloris lay. 

Upon my Rox he plac'd her Head, 

And where I grew he made her Bed 3 

Their trembling Limbs did gently Preſs . ©; 

The kind ſupporting yielding Ms, 

Ne're halt ſo bleſt-as now, to- bear 

'A Swain ſo young, a Nymph ſo fair. 

My gratcjul Shade T kindly lent, 

And ev'ry aiding Beagh T bent 

$0 1loW as ſometimes had the Bliſs 

To rob the Shepherd of. a Kiſs. 

Whilſt he in Pleaſwres far above | 

The Sexſe of that Degree of Loyc, 

Permitted! ev'ry ſtcalth TI made, 

Unjealous of his Rival Shadc. 

1 ſaw *em kindle to deſire, 

Whilſt with ſoft ſighs they blew the Fire; 

SaW the approaches of their Joy, 

He growing more fierce, and ſhe-leſs Coy ; 


Saw 


Jaw 
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Saw how they mingl'd melting Rays, 
Exchanging Love a thouſand ways. 
Kind was the Force on ev'ry fide; 
Her new Detires ſhe cou'd nor hide, 
Nor wou'd the Shepherd be deny'd. 
Impatient, he waits no Conſent, 


But what ſhe gave by Languiſhment. 
The bleſſed Minute he puriu'd, 


/ 


Whilſt Love her Fear and Shame ſubdu'd; 


And now tranſported in his Arms, 
Yields to the Tonqu'ror all her Charms. 
His panting Breaſt to hers now joyn'd, 
They feaft on Raptures unconfin'd, 
Vaſt and luxuriant, ſuch as proye 

The immortality of Loye. 

For who but a Divinity 

Cou'd mingle Souls to that degree, 

And melc 'em into Extafic ? 

Where, like the Phenix, both expire, 
Whilſt from che Aſhes of their Fire 
Sprung up a new and ſoft Defire. _ 
Like Charmers, thrice they did invoke 
The God, and thrice new V igour took 
And bad the Nymph been half ſo kind 
As was the Shepherd well inclin'd, 

The Myſtery had not ended there ; 
Bur Cloris reaſſum?'d her Fear, | 
And chid the Swain for having preſt 
Whac ſhe (alas) cou'd nor refilt : 


-—— 


Whilſt he, in whom Loves ſacred Flame | | 


Before and after was the'ſame, 
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Humbly implores ſhe wou'd forget 
That Fault, which he-wou'd yet repeat. 
From aCtive foys With ſhame they haſic 
To a Reflection on the paſt, 

A thouſand times the Covert Bleſs 
That did Secure their Happineſs ; 
Their Gratitude to ey'ry Tree 

They pay, but moſt to happy mc. 
The Shepherdeſs my Bark carcſt, 
Whilſt he my Root (Loves Pilow) kiſt; 
And did with fighs their Fate deplore, 
Since I muſt ſhelter *em no more. 

And it before my Joys were ſuch, 

In having ſeen and heard ſo much 
My Griets muſt” be as great and high, 
When all abandon'd I mult lic, 
Doom'd to a filent Deſtiny ; 


No more the amoxqus. Strife to hear, . | 


The Sb:pherds Vows, the Virgins Fear 3 
No more a joyful Looker-on, 


Whilſt Loves Soft Battel's loſt and won.. 


With Grizf I bow'd my waurm'rirg Head, 
And all my Crzftal Dew I ſhed, 
Which did in Cloris Pity move, 
Cloris Whoſe Soul is made of Love. 
She cut me down, and.did tranſlate 
My Being to a happicr State : 
No Martyr for Religion, dy d 
With balf- that - uncopſidering Pride: 
My Top was on the 4ltar laid, 
Where Loyc his Softcſt Off'rings paid, 
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And 


nd 
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And was as fragrant Ircenſe burn'd ; 
by Body into Burks was turn'd, , 
iVhere 1 ſtill guard the Sacred Store, 
And of Love's Temple keep the Door. 


—— ———  — — — ——  —_ 
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On the Death of Mr. Greenhill, 
The Famous Painter. 


Hat dolefel Cries are thoſe that fright my Senſe? 
Sad, as the Groans of dying Inncence'! 
The killing Accents now more near approach, 
And the infeftious Sound 
' Spreads, and enlarges all around, ., 
And do's all Hearts with Grick and Wonder touch, 
The Famous Greenbil/”s dead, ev'n he 
That cou'd to us give Immortality 3 
Is ro tit? Erernal ftlent Greves withdrawn, 
Thoſe ſulten Groves of everlaſting Dawn 


- Youthtul as Flw'rs ſcarce blown, Whoſe opening L:aves | 


A wondrous an fragrant Proſpect gives 

Ot What its elder Beauties Wou'd diſplay, 

When it ſhou'd flouriſh up to rip2ning My: 

Witty as Ports warm'd With Love and Wane, 
Yer {till ſpar'd H:av'n and his Friend ; 

For bath to him were Sacred and Diviae, 

Nor cou'd he This, no maore than That offend : 
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Fixt as a Martyr where he Friendſhip paid, 
 And:gen'cous as a God, 
Diſtributing his Bounties ail abroad, 
And ſoft and gentle as a Loye-fick Maid. 


Great Maſter of the Nobleſt Myſtery 
T hat ever happy Knowledge did inſpire 2 
Scared as that of Poctry, | 
At which the wondring World do's equally ad- 
mire : 
Great Natures Works we do contemn, 
When on his gloricus Births we meditate; 
The Face and Eyes more Darts receiy'd from him, 
Then all the Charms ſhe can create : 
The diff 'rence is, his Beautics do beger 
In the enameur'd Soul a vertuous Hear, 
Whilſt Natures groffer Picces movye 
In the courſe Road of common Loye. 
So bold, yer foft, his Touches were, 
So round each Part, {o ſweet and fair, 
That as his Percil mov*d, Men thought it preſt 
The tively imitated rifing Breaſt, | 
Which vields like Clouds, where litrle Angels reſt; 
The Limbs all eafts, as bis Temper was, 
Strong as'his Mind, and Maaly too? 
Large as bis Seub, his Fancy was, and new ; 
And from himtelf he capy*d eviry Grace, 
For he had all that, cou'd adorn a Face, 
Allthat cou'd either Sex iubdue. 


Each Exceilence he had that Youth has in its pride, 


At 


Aud all Experienc'd Age can tcach 3 


d- 
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Ac once the vigcrous Fire of this, 


'And evfry Vertue which that can expreſs, 


IN all the height that both coud reach : 
And yet (alas ! ) in this Perie&ion dy'd, 
Drop: like 2 Bloſſom wich a Northern Blaſt, 
Whea all the {catter'd Leaves abroad are caſt, 
As quick, as it his Fate had been in haſte ! 
So have I ſeen an unfixt Star 
Oar ſhine the reſt of all the num'rous Train, 
(As bright as that. which guides the Mariner) 
Dart ſwiftly from its darxned Sphere, 
And ne'ce ſhall light the World again. 
Oh why ſbou'd ſo much Knowledge die > 
Or with his laſt kind Breath 
Why cou'd he not ro ſome one Friend bequeath 
The mighty Legacy > 
But *rwas a Knowledge given to him alone, 
Thar his Ece-rniz'4 Name might be 
Admir'd to all Poſtericy, 
By all co whom his grateful Name was known, 
Come all ye ſofter Beauties, come, 
Bring Wreaths of Flow'rs to deck his Tomb, 
Mixe with the diſmal Cypreſs and the Yew; 
For he {t'Il gave your Charms their due, 
Aad from the Injuries of Age and Time 
Secur'd the Sweerneſs of your Prime, | 
Aad beſt knew how r adore that Sweerne(s tos. 
Bring all your mournful Tributes here, 
And let your Eyes a filent Sorrow wear, 
Till ev'ry Virgin for a while beeome 
Sad as his Fate, and ( like his Pictures) dumb. 
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To all Curious Criticks, and Ad- 


mirers of Meeter. 


TJ Ave you ſcen the raging ſtormy Main 
Toſs a ſhip up, then caſt her down again? 
Sometimcs ſhe jeems to touch the very Skes, 
And then again upon the Sang ſhe lics; 
Or have you ſfccn a Bull, when he is Jealous; 
How he do's tear the Ground, and Roars and Bellows ? 
Or have you cen the pretty Twrtl Dove, 
When ſhe laments the abſence of her Love ? 
Or have you {cen the Fairies when they {ing, 
And dance with 'mirth together in a Ring ? 
Or have you [cen our Gellants keep a pudder 
With Fair and Grace, and Grace and Fair Anſtradder ? 
Or have you ſeen the Dawghters of Apollo 
Pour down their rhiming Liquors in a hollow 
Cane, | 

In ſpungy brain congealing into Verſe ? 
it you haye {cen all this, then kiſs mine Arſe. 
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Satyr. 


A. Hat 7:0n,dos Old Age begintf approach, 
That thou thus droptt under a night debauch? 

H:ſt thou Joſt accy to needy Rogzes on Tick, 

Iſho nefre coufd pay, and mult be paid nexr Week? 

Tim. Neiuther, alas! but a dull dining Sor 

Seized me 1*h* Mall, who juſt my Name had pot; 

He runs upon me, cries dear Rigue, I'm thine, 

VVith me ſome Wins of my Acquaintence Dine. 

| tell him Fm.crgagd ; but as Whore 

VVith Modeſty enflayes her Spark the more, 

The longer 1 deny'd, the more he preſt ; 

Art laſt 1 efen conſent to be his Gueſt. 

He takes me in his Coach, and as we go 

Pulls out a Libel of a ſheet or two, 

Infipid as The Praiſe of Pious Drecns, 

Or $---- unzfliſted former Scenes ; | 

VVhich he admir'd and praisd at ev*ry Line, 

Ar laſt it was ſo ſharp, it muſt be mine. 

I vow'd I was no more a Wi than he, 

Unprattisd and unbleſt in Poetry : 

A Song to Phillis 1 perhaps might make, 

Bur never rhimfd for my Pintles ſake : 

I envyd no Man's Fortune nor his Fame, 

Nor ever thought of a Revenge ſo tame. 

He knew my Style, he iwore, and «was in yain 

Thus to deny the Iſſue of my Brain. | 


Choakd 
| 
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Ghoak'd wich his Flatrcy, 1 no anſwer make, 

But ſilent, leaye him to his dear Mi:take. 

Of a wcll-mcaning Fooll am moſt afraid, 

Who fillily repeats what was well (aid. 

But chis was not the worſt, when he cam* home; 

He askt, are Sidl:y, Buckburſft, Svil come ? 

No, but there were aboye Half- wit and Hef, 

Kickuwn and Dingboy, Oh'tis well enough, 

ay all braye Fellows, crics mine Hoſt, let} 
ine, 

long to have my Belly full of Wine ; 

They'l write and fight, I dare aflure you, 

They're Men taws Marte quam Mercurio. 

I ſaw my Error, but *cwas now too late, 

No means nor hopes appears of a Retreat, 

Well, we [alute, and each Man takes his Scat. 

Boy, ( ſays my Sot) is my Wife ready yet ; 

A Wife( good Gods ! ) a Fop, and Bullics too ! 

For one poor Mcal what muſt I undergo ? 

In come my Lady ſtrair, ſhe had been Fair, 

Fis to give Love, and to prevent Deſpair ; 

" But Ape, Beauties incurable Diſeaſe, 

"4K Had lefr her more Deſire than Pow'r to pleaſe. 

: As Cocks will ſtrike, although cheir Spurs be gone, 

She with her old blear Eyes to (mites begun : 

Though nothing elſe, ſhe( in de{pite of Time) 

Wh! - Preſery'd the AfﬀcCation of her Prime ; 

i} However you begun, ſhe brought in Love, 

| And hardly from that Subje& wou'd remove. 

VVe chanc'd to {peak of the French King'z Succels 

My Lady wondcr'd much how Heay'a cows blels 
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A Man that lov'd rwo Women at one time ; 
But more, how ro them cxcus'd his Crime. 
She ask'd Huff, if Loves Flames he never felt > 
He 2nſwer'd bluntly, Do you think Im gelt ? 
She ar his Plainneſs (mild, then turn'd :to me, 
Love in young Minds preceeds ev*n Poetry ; 
You to toat Paſtion can no Stranger be, 
Bur Wits are given to Inconftancy. 
She had tun on, I think, till now, but Meat! 
Came up, and ſuddenly ſhe took her Scar. 
] thought the Dinner wou'd make ſome amends, 
When ray good Hoſt crics out,” are all my Friends, 
Our own plain Fair, and the beft Tierce the Bull, 
Aﬀords, I-!l give you, and your Bellies full. 
As for French Kickſhaws, Cellery and Champoon, 
Ragow and Fricaſſes in trabh w*ave none. 
Here's a good Dinner towards, thought T, when ſtrait 
Up comes a piece of Beef, full Horſemans weight, 
Hard as the Arſe of M----, under which 
The Coachman {weats, as ridden by a Witch. 
A Diſh of Carrcts, cach of them as long 
As Tool that to tair Counteſs did belong, 
Which her {mall Pillow cou'd nor ſo wcll hide, 
But Vitſiters his flaming Head cſpy'd 
Pig, Gooft, and Capon follow'd in the Rear, 
With all that Country Bumpkins call Good Cheer, 
Sery*d up with Sauces all of Eighty eight, 
When =_ rough Youth wreſtld, and threw the 

cight. 
And now 6 Bottle briskly flies abour, 
laſtead of Ice. wrapt up ina wet Clout. 
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A Brimmer follows the third bit we eat, 
Sma!! Beer becomes our Drink and Wine our M-at. 
The 7Zable was (0 large, that in leſs ſpace 
A Man might ſave fix old Italians place : 
Each Man had as much room as Porter B----- 
Or Herris had in Cullen's Buſhel-Cunt. 
And now the Wine began to work, mine Ht. 
Had been a Cob nel, we muſt hear him Boa? 
Not of Towns Won, but an Eſtate he loft 
For the King's Service, which indeed he {pznt 
Whoring and drinking, but with good intent : 
He ralk'd much of a Ply, and Money lent 
In Cromae!'s Time. My Lay ſhe 
Complain'd our Love was courſe, our Poetry 
Unfic for modeſt Ears, ſmall Phores and Play'rs 
Were of our hair-brain'd Youth the only Cares, 
Who were too wild for any virtuous Leagne, 
Too rotten -t9 conſummate the Intrigue. 
F, the praiy'd, and Suckling's caſte Pen, 
And feem'd to taſte their former Parts agen. 
Mine Ht drinks to the Beſt in Chriſtendom, 
And decently my Lady quits the Room. 
Lefr ro our ſelyes, of ſ{ey'ral things we prate; 
Some regular the Stage, and ſome the State. 
-wit Cries up my Lord of 0 ----+ 

Ah how well Mut2)bas and Zanger dic! 
His Sence fo Iitle ford, that by one Line 
You may the other eaſily divine. 

And renich is worſe, if any worſe can be. 

He never ſaid one word of it to me. 
There's fine Poztry. you'd ſwear 'rwere Proſe, 
$3 lite on the Sence the Rhimes impoſe. 


Damm: 
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Damme (lays Dinghoy) in my mind, God{mwounds, 

E --- WriteS Airy Songs and ſoft Lampoons 

The beſt of any Man; as for your Nowns, 

Grammar, and Rifies of Art, he knows 'ern not's 

Yer writ two taking Plays, Without one Plot. 

Huff was for S----, and Morocco prais'd, 

Said rumbling Words, Jike Drams his Cenrage Tais'd. 
IV boſe broad built Bulks, the boiſ'rows Billows bear; 
Zaphee and Sally, Mugadore, Oran, | 
The fam'd Arzile, Atcazer, Tituar. 

Was eycr braver Language Writ by Man ? 

Kickum {or Crown aeclar'd, faid in Romance 

He. had out done the very Wits of France : 

Witneſs Pandion, and his Charles the Eight, 

Where a young Monareh, careleſs of his Fate, 

Through Foreign Troops and Re ſhock his State ; 

Complains ancther ſight afflicts him more, - *- 

Viz.) Fhe Dneen Gallies rowing from the ſhore, 
Fitting their Oars and Tackling to be gone, 

IP hillt. porting Waves ſmil'd on the Fifirg San. 
Wayes ſmiling on the*Sun ! Pm ſure thars new, 
And *twas wel} thought on, give the Devil his due. 

Mihe Hoſt, who Had ſaid nothibg in an hour, 
Roſe up and prais'd the Indian Emperor; | 

As if cur old Wortd madeftly withdrew, 

And here in. private Bad broupht furth'a New. 
There ate'two Lines * who but hedurſt preſume 
To make th' 014 Worid a new Withdrawing Reom, 
Where of another Forld ſhe's brought to Bed > 
W hat a brayc Midwitc is a Lawreat's Head ? 
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To all Curious Criticks, and Ad- 


mrers of Meeter. 


Ave you ſcen the raging ſtormy Main 
Tols a ſhip up, then caſt her down again? 

Sometimes ſhe jeems to touch the very Skes, 
And then again upon the Sang ſhe lies; 
Or have you fecn a Bull, when he is Jealous; 
How ie do's tear the Ground, and Roars and Bellows ? 
Or have you {cen the pretty Twrtle Dove, 
When ſhe laments the abſence of her Love ? 
Or hayc you fcen the Fairies when they ing, 
And dance with mirth together in a Ring ? 
Or have you [cen our Gellants keep a pudder 
With Fair and Grace, and Grace and Fair An{tradder ? 
Or have you ſeen the Dawghters of Apollo 
Pour down their rhiming Liquors in a hollow 

Cane, | 
In ſpungy brain congealing into Vetſe ? 
if you hayec (cen all this, then kiſs mine Avſe. 


Satyr. 
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Satyr. 


A, Hat 7::on,dos Old Age begint* approach, 
That thou thus dropit under a night debanch? 

Hit thou Joſt accy to needy Rogaes on Tick, 

I/ſ ho nefre coufd pay, and mult be paid nexr Week? 

Tim. Neuber, alas! but a dull dining Sot 

Seiz*d me 1*h* Mall, who juſt my Name had got; 

He runs upon me, cries acar Rigue, I'm thine, 

VVith me ſome Fs of my Acquaintance Dine. 

I tell him Fm.crgag'd ; bur as Whore 

VVith Modeſty enflayes her Spark the more, 

The longer 1 denyd, the more he preſt ; 

Ar laſt 1 efen' conſent to be his Guelt. 

He takes me in his Coach, and as we go 

Pulls out a Libel of a ſheet or two, 

Infipid as The Praiſe of Pious Bmeens, 

Or $---- unaſtilted former Scenes ; | 

VVhich he admir'd and praisd at ev*ry Line, 

Art laſt it was ſo ſharp, it muſt be mine. 

I vow'd I was no more a Jt thai he, 

Unpractisd and unbleſt in Poetry : 

A Song to Phillis 1 perhaps might make, 

Bur never rhim{4d for my Pintles ſake : 

I envy'd no Man's Fortune nor his Fame, 

Nor ever thought of a Revenge ſo.tame. 

He knew my Style, he {wore, and «was in vain 

Thus to deny the Iſſue of my Brain. | 


Choakd 
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Ghoak'd with his Flatrcy, 1 no anſwer make, 
Bur ſilent, Ieaye him to his dear Mi take. 
Of a well-meaning FoolIl am moſt afraid, 
Who fillily repeats what was well ſaid. 
But chis was not the worſt, when he cam? home; 
He askt, are Sidl-y, Buckburft, $:vil come ? 
Neo, but there were aboye Half- wit and Heff, 
Kicks and Dingboy, Oh'tis well enough, 
—_— all braye Fellows, crics mine Hoſt , let's 
ine, 
long to haye my Belly full of Wine; 
 They'l write and fight, I dare aflure you, 
They're Men taws Marte quam Mercurio. 
I ſaw my Error, but *ewas now too late, 
No means nor hopes appears of a Retrear, 
Well, we (alute, and each Man takes his Scat. 
Boy, ( ſays my Sot) is my Wife ready yet 
A Wife( good Gods ! ) a Fop, and Bullies too ! 
For one poor Meal what muſt I undergo ? 
In come my Lady {traic, ſhe had been Fair, 
Fie to give Love, and to prevent Deſpair ; 
But Age, Beauties incurable Dilraſe, 
Had lefr her more Deſire than Pow'r to pleaſe. 
As Cocks will {trike, although their Spurs be gone; | 
She with her old blear Eyes to {mite begun : 
Though nothing elſe, ſhe( in de{pite of Time) 
Preſery'd the 4fication of her Prime ; 
However you begun, ſhe brought in Love, 
And hardly from that Subje<& wou'd remove. : 
VVe chanc'd to [peak of the French King'; Succeſs 3 | 
My Lady wonder'd much how Heay'a cow! blels 


A 
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| A Manthat lov'd cwo Women at one time 


But more, how ro them excuvgd his Crime. 

She ask'd Huff, it Loves Flames he never felt > 

He anſwer'd bluntly, Do you think Im gelt ? 

She at his Plainneſs (mild, then turn'd :to me, 

Love in young Minds preceeds ev*n Poetry ; 

You to taat Paſtion can no Stranger be, 

Bur Wits are given to Inconftancy. 

She had tun on, I think, till now , but Meat 

Came up, and ſuddenly ſhe took her Scar. 

] thouglit the Dinner wouf'd make ſome amends, 

When ray good Hoſt cries out, Y' are all my Friends, 

Oter oron plain Fair, and the beft Tierce the Bull, 

Aﬀords, I'!l give you, and your Bellies full. 

As for French Kickſhaws, Cellery and Champoon, 

Ragows and Fricaſſes in troth w*ave none. 

Here's a good Dinner towards, thought I, when ſtrait 

Up comes a piece of Beef, full Horſemans weight, 

Hard as the Arſe of M----, under which 

The Coachman iweats, as ridden by a Witch. 

A Diſh of Carrets, each of them as long 

As Tool that to tair Counteſs did belong, 

Which her {mall Pillow con'd not ſo wcll hide, 

But Vifſtters his laming Head eſpy'd 

Pig, Gooſt, and Capon follow'd in the Rear, 

With all that Country Bumpkins call Good Cheer, 

Sery*d up with Sauces all of Eighty eight, 

When —- rough Youth wreſtPFd, and threw the 
cight. 

And now the Bottle briskly flies abour, 

laſtead of Ice. wraprt up ina wet Clout. 
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A Bremner follows the third bit we eat, 
Sma!! Beer becomes our Drink and Wine our M-t. 
The Table was (o large, that in leſs ſpace 
A Man might fave {1x old Italians place : 
Each Man had as much room as Porter B----- 
Or Herris had in Cullen's Buſhel-Cunt. 
And now the Wine began to work, mine Ht 
Had been a Cobnel, we mult hear him Bug 
Not of Towns won, but an Eſtate he loſt 
For the King's Service, which 'indeed he ſpznt 
Whoring and drinking, but with good intent : 
He talk'd mucl of a Pl, and Money lent 
In Cromae!'s Time. My Lay ſhe | 
Camplain'd our Love was courſe, our Poetry | 
Unfr tor modeſt Ears, ſmall Whores and Play'rs | 
Were of our hair-brain'd Youth the only Cares, 
Who were too wild for any virtuous League, 
Too rotten to conſummate the Intrigue. 
Falkferd fhe praigd, and Suckling's eats Pen, 
And feem'd to taſte their former Parts agen. 
Mine Ht drinks to the Beſt in Chriſtendom, 
And decently my Lady quits the Room. 
Lefr ro our ſelyes, of ſ{ey'ral things we prate; 
Some regular the Stage, and ſome the State. 
He*-wit cries up my Lord of 0 ----+ 
Ah how well Mu'a ha ang Langer dic! 
His Sence (o little ford, that by one Line 
You may the other eaſily divine. 
And which is worſe, if any worſe can be. 
He never ſaid one word of it to me. 

There's fine Poztry. you'd ſwear 'cwere Proſe, 
$2 liztle on the Sence the Rhimss impoſe. 

Damm: 
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Damre ({ays Dinghoy) in my mind, God{wounds, 

E --- Writes Airy Songs and ſoft Lampoons 

The belt of any Man; as for your Nowns, 

Grammar, and Rules of Art, he knows *era nets 

Yer wric two taking Plays, Without one Plot. 

Huff was for $----, ard Morocco prais'd, 

Said rumbling IYords, like Drams his Cearage Taigd. 
Whoſe broad built Buiks, the boiffrous Billows bear; 
Zaphee and Sally, IAugadore, Oran, 

The fam'd Arzile, Alcazer, Tituar. 

Was evcr braver Language writ by Man ? 

Kickum (or Crown Geclar'd, faid in Romance 

He. had out done the very Wits of France : 

Witneſs Pandion, and his Charles the Eight. 

Where a young Morareh, careleſs of his Fate, 

Through Foreign Treeps and Rehkgts ſhock his State ; 

Complains ancther {ſight affiicts him more, | 

(Viz.) The Deen Gallies rowing from the ſhore, 
Fitting their Oars and Tackling to be gone, 

Ihillt ſporting Waves ſmil'd on the Riſing Sun. 
Wayes {miling on the Sun ! Fm ute thars new, 
And *twas wel} thozghr on, give the Devil his due. 

Mine Hoſt, who had ſaid nothivg in an hour, 
Role up and prais'd the Indian Emperor; 

As if cur old World modeftly withdrew, 

And here in.private had broupht furth'a New. 

T here ate two Lines * who but he'durſt preſume 

To make th' 014 orid a new Withdrawing Reom, 

Where of another World ſhe's brought to Bed > 

W hat a brayc Midwitc is a Laureat's Head ? 


But 
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Burt Pox of all theſe Seriblers, 15k d'e think, 
Will Souches this Year any Champ:  Lirink 2 
Will Tarenne fight him ; without Gu. fays Huff, 
If they ewo meet, their meeting will be rough- 
Damme (lays Dingboy) the French Cowards are, 
They pay, bu: th* Engl. Scots an] Swiſs make War. 
In gawdy Troops at a Review they ſhine, 

But dare not with the Germans Bat!.1 JOYyn 3 
What now appears like Courage, is not ſo, 

'Tis a ſhort Pride, which from Smeceſs does grow ; 
On their firſt Blow they'll ſhrink into thoſe Fears 
They ſhew'd at Creſſy, Agincourt, Poitters ; 

Their Loſs was intamous, Honer {o ſtain'd 

Is by a Nation not to be regaiir'd. 

What they were then | know not, now tlvare brave, 
He that denies it, lies, and is a Slave, 

(Says Hrff, and frowR'd : ) Says Dinghy, That do T, 
And at that word at t' others Head let fly 

A grealie Plate, when ſuddenly they all 
Together by the Ears in Parties fall : 

Helf-wit wich Dingbry joyns, Kickwum With Huff ; 
Their Swords were ſafe, and ſo we let them cuff, 
Til) they, mine Hoſt, and I, had all enough. - 
Their Rage once over, they begin to treat, 

And {ix freſh Bottles rauſt the Peace compleat. 

I ran down Stairs, With a Vow never more 

To drink Beer-glaſs, and hear the Hedors roar. 
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A Seſſon of the Poets. 


ee mM Sons of the Muſes grew num'rous and 
oud, 

For th* appealing ſo faftious and clam'rous a Crowd, 
Apclo thought ht, in ſo weighty a Caſe, 

T' cſtabl:iſh a Government, Leacer and Laws. 
The hopes of the Bays, at this ſammening Call, 
Had drawn *em together, the De vil and all : 

All throrging and liftning, icy gap'd for the Bleſſing, 


| No Presbyter Sermon had more crowding and preſſing. 


[n the head of the Gang F----D---«-appeatr'd, 
T hat arcient grave Wit, ſolong loy'd and tear'd; 
Bur Apels had heard of a Story 1th? Town, 
Of tis quitting the Maſes to wear a black Gown, 
And {o gave him®Jeave, now his Peerry's dcne, 
To let him turn Prieft, now R---:- is turn'd Nun. 
This Reverend Author was no ſocner ſet by, 
Put Apollo bad ger gentle George in his Eye, | 
And frankly confcſt, of all Men that writ, 
There's none had more Fancy, Sence, Judgment, 
and Wit; : 
Put ith crying Sin, 1dJeneſs, he was ſo barden'd, 
That his long ſeyen Years Silence Was nct-to be 
pardon'd. 
Brawny I/----was the next Man ſhew'd his Face, 
But Apollo en thought him too good for the place 


No 
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No Gentleman-Writer that Office ſhow'd bear, 
'Twas a Trader in Wit the Laurel ſhou'd wear ; 
As none but a Cit e're makes a Lord Mayor. 

Nex: into the Crowd Toms 3---- do's wallow, 
And iweats by his Gats, his Pawnch and his Tallow, 
'Tis he that alone beſt pleaſes rhe Age, 

Himſclt and his Fife have ſupported the Stage. 
Apollo weil pleas'd with ſo bonny a Lad, 

T' oblige him, he told him he ſhou'd be huge glad 
Had he halt ſomuch wir as he fancy'd he had. 
Howeycr, to pleaſc (o Joviat a WW, 

And to keep in humour Apolh thought fir 

To bid him drink on, and keep his old Trick 
Of railingat Poets, and fhkewing his Prick. 

N---» L----- ftept in next, in hopes of a Prize, 
Apollo remember'd he had bit once 1a thrice z 
By the Rubies in's face he cou'd not deny 
Bur he had as much V Vir as Fi cou'd lupply ; 
Conteſt that indeed he had a muſical Note, 

Bur ſometimes (trained ſo hard, that he rattled 1'th' Throat: 
Yet owning he kad Senſe, t encourage him fort, 
He mad? him his Ovid in Auguſtus Court, 

Poet $---- his Trial was the next came abour, 

Hz browght him an Ibrahim with the Preface torn out, 
And humbly delir'd he might give no offence ; 
God damme cries S---- he connot write Senſe; 

And Ballocks cryd Newport. | hate that dull Rogue. 
Apoll confid*ring he was not in vogue, 

Wouw'd not truſt his dear Bays with ſo modeſt a Fol, 
And bid the great Boy ſhou'd be ſent back to School. 
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Tom O——came next, Tom S——dear Zgny, 
And {wears for Heroicks he writes belt of any ; 
Doz C——his Pockets ſo amply had fill'd, 


. 


That his Mange was quite cur'd, and his Lice 
were all kild. 

But Appolb had ſeen his Face on the Stage, 

And prudently did not think fit to engage (Age. 

To Scum of a Play-houſe for the Prop of an 
In the numerous Herd that encompolſt him 

round, 

Little ſtareht Fozzy C— at his Elbow he found, 

His Crevat-ſtring Iron'd, he gently did ſtretch 

His Lilly-whi:e Hand out, the Lawrel to reach, 

Alledging,that he had moſt right to the Bays, _ 

For writing Romances,and ſhiting of Plays. 

Apollo role up, and gravely confeſt, 

Of all Men that writ, his Talent was belt ; 

For ſincePaiz and Diſhonour mans life only damn, 

The greateſt FelicityMankind can claim,(Shame 

Is to want ſenſe of Smart, and be paſt ſenſe of 

And to perfect his Bliſs in Poetical Rapture, 


He bid him be dull to the end of the Chapter. 


The Poetels Afra next ſhew'd her ſweet face, 


And {wore by her Poetry,and her black Ace, 


The Lawrel by a double Right was her own, 
For the Plays {he had writ, and the Conquelts 
ſhe had won. 

Apollo acknowledg'd *twas hard to deny her, 

Yet to deal frankly and ingeniouſly by her, 

He told her, Were Conqueſts and Charms her 

Pretence, . 

S1e ought to have pleaded a Dozen Y-ars ſince. 

H age 
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fnababalutha put in for a ſhare, 
Andlittle Tom Eſſexce's Author was there ; 
Nor cou'd D—forbcar for the Lawrel to ſtickle, 
Þroteſting he had had the Honour to tickle 
The Ears of the 'Lown with his dear Ma. Fickle, 
With other pretenders,whoſeNames I'd rehearſe 
But they are toe long to ſtand in my Verſe. 
Apollo, quite tired with their tedious Harrangue, 
Finds at laſt Tom: B-—s face in the Gang, 
And ſince Pocts with the kind Players may hang, 
By his own light he ſolemnly ſwore, 
"That in {earch of aLawreat he'd look out no more. 
A general Murmur ran quite through the Hall, - 
To think the Bays ſhou'd to an ACtor fail ; 
But Appolio, to quiet and pacihe all, 
E'n told 'em,to put his deſerts to the teit, 
Thar he made Plays as well as the belt, 


And was the great'it Wonder the age ever bore, | 


For of all the Play-ſcriblers that e're writ before, 


His Wit had mottWorth and moſt modeſty in't; | 


For he had writ Plays, yet ne're came in Print. 
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Anae aliquid brevitus Gyaris aut caritre dinnrm 
Sivis efſe aliquis———Idem [at. 
Suppos'd to be ſpoken by a Court-HeQo! 
Pindarique. 
NG Curſes on ye all, ye virtous Fools, 
Who think to fetter free-born Souis, 
And tie'em up to dull Morality, and Rutes. 
The $:a23rrte be damn'd, and all the Crew 
Of learned kdeors who his Steps purtue, 
And thoie more ſilly Proſelytcs whom his fond 
Precepts crew. 
Oh had ins Erhicvs been with their wild nuthor 
drown'd, 
Or alike Fate with thoſe loſt Writings found 
Which that grand Plagzary doom'd to Fire, 
And made by unjuſt flames cxpare, 
' They ne're had then ſeduc'd Morality, 
; Nerelafted to debauch the World with their 
| lewd Pencantry. 


But damn'd,;and more {if Hell can do't) be that 
thrice curſed Name, 


Who e're the Rudiments of Law des 
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Who ere did the firſk Modcl of 
| frame, 
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And by that double vaſſalage enthral'd mankind, 
By nought beforc but their own Pow'r or Will 
confin'd : ( berty, 
Now quite abridg'd of all their Primative Li- 
And Ives to cach capricious Monarchs tiranny. 
More happy Bruitcs! who the great Rule of 
Senſe obſerve, 
Andne're from their firſt Charter ſwerve : 
Happy whole Lives are mcerly to enjoy, 
And teel no ſtings of Sin, which may their Bliſs 
annoy ; 
Still unconccrn'd at Epithets of Il or Good, 
Diſtinftions unadult'rate NVatyre never under- 
itood. 
2, 
Hence, hated Virtue from our goodly Ifle, 
No more our Joys begulle ; 
No more with thy loath'd Preſence plague our 
happy State, 
Thou Enemy to all that's Brisk,or Gay,or Brave, 
or Great, 
Be gone, with all thy pious meager Train, 
To {ome untruittul, unfrequented Land, 
Anc there an Empire gain, 
And there extend thy rigorous Command ; 
There where illib'ral Natures nigardice 
Has ſet a Tax on Vice ; 
Where the lean barren Region do's enhance 
The Worth of dear Impertinence, 
And for each plcaſurable Sin exaQts Exciſe. 
VVe( thanks ro Heavn) more cheaply can 


oilend, 
And 
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And want no tempting Luxturies, 
No good convenient {inning Opertungfes, 
Which natures bounty coul'd beſtow,or heav*ns 
Kindneſs lend. 
AY Go, folow that nice Goddeſs to the Skies, 
Who heretofore diſgurited at encreaſing V ice, 

Diſlik'd the world,and thought it too protane, 
And timely hence retir'd, and kindly ne're re- 
OY turn'd again. 

Hence, to thoſe Airy Manſions rove, 
Convers with Saints and Holy Folks above ; 
Thoſe may thy Preſence woo, 
Whole laſy Eaſe affords'em nothing elſe to do ; 
Where haughty ſcorntul I, 
And my great Frinds, will n're voutſate thee 
Company : 

Thou art now a hard unprafticable Good, 
, Too difficult for Fleſh and Blood ; 
Were I all Soul, like them, perhaps I'd learn to 
. practiſe thee. 
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Vertue, thou folem grave Impertinence, 
Ablor'd by all the Men of Wit and S2nce ; 
Thou da mn'd fatigue, that clogg's Lites Jour- | 
ney here, | 
Though thou no weight of Wealth or Profit | 
car ; 
Thou puting, fond grzen-ſickneſs of tae mand, | 
That mak'| us prove to our own ſelves unkind, | 
Wuheredy we Coals and Dirt for Dier Chulc, 
 AndPlecaſures better Fouod refulc : 
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Curit jlit ! tat lead'it deluded Mortals on, 

T:\irney too late perceive themſelves undone, 

Clous'd by a Dowry in Reverſion. 

— Tixogreatelt Votary thoue're cou'dlt boaſt, 

| Piry { fo brave a Soul was in thy Service loſt, 
What woaders he in Wickednels had done, 

} Whom thy weak Power cou'd fo inſpire alone ! 
Though loag with fond Amorrs he courted thee, 

Yet & aying did recant his vain Idolatry ; 

'{ Arlenst! (tl 10.late) he did repent with ſhame, 

Forc'd to conteſs the nothing but an empty 
Name, 

So was that Letcher gulPd,whole haughty Love 

\ Delignda Rape on the Queen-Regent of the 

Go. 3 2DQVC 

Wien ea Godde {s thought he had in chaſe, 

Fit ound a gawdy Vapor in the place, 

Anu W ith thin Air beguild his ſtarv'd Embrace; 

aly he ſent his Vigor lpcnt his Blood, (Cloud. 


And tir'd himſelf,” toblige an unpertorming 
” 


if Hum nane Kind to thee e're Worſhip paid, 
L ney Were by Ignorance miſled; (made. 
That 0: ily them devout, and thee a Goddeſs 
Known a baply 1 in the Worlds rude untaugnt In- 
gw. - fancy, 
/ Before it had out-grown its childiſh Innocence, 
Before it had arriv'd at S2nſe, 
| Or reach'd the Manhood and Diſcretion of De- 
bauchery 3 
$00wn in thoſe Ancient, Godly, duller Times, 
\Whca crafty Pagans had cogrolt all Crimes ; ; 
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When chriſtian fools were obſtinately gocd,, 

Nor yet their Goſpei-freedom underſtood. 
Tame eafic tops who cou'd ſoprodigally bleed, 
To be thought Saints,and dic a Caleader in Red. 

No prudent Heathen are {cduc'd cou'd be 

To ſuffer Martrydom for thee ; 
Only an arrant Aſs, whom the talſe Oracle call'd 
Wiſe, 
(No wonder 1t the Devil utter'd Lies) 


That ſniv'ling Puritan, who in {ſpite of all the _ 


Wou'd be unfaſhionably good, (Mode 
And exercis'd his whining Gifts to rail at Vice ; 
Him all the Wits of Athexs dama'd : 

And juſtly with Lampooas detam'd : 
But when the mad Faxatick cou'd not lilenc'd be 
From broaching of Divinity, 


The wile Republick made him for prevention die, | 


And kindly ſent him to the Gods, and better * 


Company. 


&, 
Let fumbling Age be Grave and Wile, 
And Virtues poor contemn'd Idea prize, 

Who never knew, and now are paſt the Sweets 
Whilſt we whoſe ative pulſes beat (of Vice 3 
With luſty Youth, and vig'rous Heat, 

Can all their Bards and Morals too diſpile : 

Whilſt my plump Veins are filPd with Luft and 

Blood, 
Let not one thought of her intrude, 
Or dare approach my Breaſt, 
But know 'ris all poſlcſt 


wa. 
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By a more welcome Guelſt ; *; 
And know,[I have not yet the leaſure to be good, 
If ever unkind Deſtiny 
Shall force long Lite on me ; 

[ If e're I muſt the Curſe of Dotage bear, 
Perhaps I'll dedicate thoſe Dregs of Time to her, 
| And comewith crutches her moſt humble Yetary. 
When ſpritely Vice reterats from hence, 

| And quits the Ruins of decayed Senle, 

| She'll ſerve to uſher in a fair Pretence, 
And varniſh with her Name a well-diſſembled 

Impotence. 
When Phthiſick, Reheums, Catarrhs, and 
Palltes ſeize, 
And all the Bill of Maladies, 

Which heav'n topuniſh over-living mortals ſends, 
Then lether enter withthe numerous Infirmities, 
Her ſelf the greateſt Plague which wrinkles and 
Gray Hairs attends. 


\ 


6. 
Tell mc, ye Venerable Sots *who court her molt, 
W hat {mall Advantage can ſhe boaſt, 
Which her great Rival has not in a greater ſtore 
| engrols'd ? 
YN Her quite Calm and Feace of Mind 
l 8 In Wine and Company we better find ; 
| Find it with Pleaſure too combin'd 
' 4 In mighty Wine,where we our Senſes 1tcep, 
And lull our Cares and Conſciences a {leced, 
j But why dolthat wild Chimera name, 
(.oſcience, that giddy airy Dream, . 


[+ 
2 
- 
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; Which do's from Brain-ſick Heads or ill-digeſt- 


ing Stomachs ſteam ? 
Conſcience ! the vain fantaſtick Fear 
Of Puniſhments, we know not when,nor where; 
Project of crafty ſtateſmen to ſupport weak Law, 
Whereby they {laviſh Spirits awe, 
And baſtard Souls to forc'd Obedience draw. 
Grand Wheedle,which our Gony'd Impoſtors 
The Poor unthinking Rabble to abuſe; ( uſe 


| Scare-Crow, to fright trom the torbidden Fruit 


of Vice, 
Their own beloved Paradile. 
Let thoſe vile Canters Wickedneſs decry 
Whoſe Mercenary Tongus take Pay 
For what they lay, 
And yet commend in practice what their words 
deny : 
Whye Ah diſcerning Heads,who farther pry, 
Their Holy Cheats defie, 
And ſcorn their Frauds,and ſcorn their ſantify'd 
Cajollery. 
None but dull unbred Fools diſcredit Vice, 
Who act their Wickedneſe with an ill Grace; 
Such their Profeſſion {candalize, 
And juſtly forfeit all that Praiſe, 
All that Eſteem, that Credit, and Applauſe, 


Vhich we by our wile Manage of a Sin can 


raiie. 
A true and brave Tranſgreſſor ought 
o fin with theſame height of ſpiritCe/ar foaght 
Mcan-ſoul'd Offenders now no Hanour gain, 
Only Debauches of the Nobler 1traia ; 
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Vice well improved, yields bliſs and fame ved | 
{1de, 
And ſome for Sinning have been deify'd. 
Thus the lewd Gods of old did move 
By theſe brave Methods to the Seats above; 
Ev'n Jove himſelf, the ſov'reign Deity, 
Father and King of all tlYimmortal Progeny, 
Aſcended to that high Degree 
By Crimes above the reach of weak Mortality. | 
He Heav'n one large S:r2g/io made, \ 
Each Goddeſs turn'd a glorious Punk 0 b 
And all that {acred Place (Trade,f 
Was filld with Baſtard Gods of his fown 
Almighty Letchery got his firſt Repute, (Race 
And Everlaſting Whoring was his chiefeſt At- 


tribute. | 
$. 
How gallant was tiat Wretch with happy 
Guilt 


A Fame upon the Ruins of a Tempie Built ? 
Let fools(laid he)impiety alledge, 
And urge no great fault of Sacrileve ; 
F'1l ſet the ſacred Pile on flame, 
and 1n its Aſhes write my laſting Name ; 
My Name ! which thus ſhall be 
 Deathleſs as its own Deity. 
Thus the vain-glorions Cariam TI out-do, 
And Ez pts proudelt Monarchs too, 
Thoſe lavith Pr odigals, who idly did conſume 
Their Lives and Treaſures to ere& a Tomb$0 
And only Great by being buried wou'd become 
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xe- [At cheaper Rates than they, I'll buy Renown, 
And my loud Fame ſhall all their filent Glories 
drown. 

So ſpake the daring Hefor, 1o did Propheſic, 

And fo it provid—1n vain did envious Fate 

| By truitleſs Methods try : 

To raiſe his well-built Fame and Memory 

| Amongſt Poſterity : 

, | The Bontefen can now Immortal write, 

AV hile the inglorious Founder is forgotten quite- 

'th'Þ 

ade, 9. 

wnþ 

ace} Yet greater was that mighty Emperor, 

At )A greater Crime bcfitted his high Pow”r) 
Vho fſacrific'd a City for a Jeſt, 

And ſhew'd he knew the grand Intrigues of Hu- 
mour beſt. 

PPy ' He made all Rome a Bonfre to his Fame, 
And ſung,and play'd, and danc'd amidtt the 
Flame. 
| Bravely begun / yet pity there he ſtaid ; 
| One ſtep to Glory more he {hou'd have made, 
le ſhou'd have heav'd the noble frollick higher, 
And made the People on that fun'ral P/e expire, 
Ir providently with their Blcod put out the 

Had this been done, (Fire 
The utmoſt pitch of Glory he had won ; _ 
| No greater Monument cou'd be 

1e | To conſecrate him to Eternity, 

mbKor ſhou'd there need another Herald of his 

Jme Praiſe but me. 


(124) 


IO | 
And thou yet greater Faxs,the Glory of our Ile, 
Whom bafA'd Hell efteems its chieteſt Foil, | 
*T'were Injury ſhou;d I omit thy Name, 
Whoſe actions merits all the Breath of Fame, 
MethinksT ſee the trembling ſhades delow, 
Around in humble Rev'rence, how 
Doubtful they ſcem whether to pay their loyalty 
To their dread Monarch, or to thee. (cels, 
No wonder he, grown jcalous of thy fear'd ſuc 
Envy'd mankind the honour of thy Wickednels, 
And ſpoil'd that brave attempt which mult havc 
made his Grandeur leſs. 
How e're regret not, mighty Ghoſt, 
Thy Plot by trbach'rous Fortune croſt, 
Nor tlunk thy well-deſerved Glory loſt, 
Thou the full Prais of Vilany ſhalt ever ſhare, 
And all will judge thy act compleat enough 
when thou cou'{lit dare. 
So thy great Maſter far'd, whale high Diſdainf ; 
Contemn'd that Heaven where he cou'd not 
reign : 
When he with bold Ambicion ſtrove T 
| T*ulurp the Throne above, iy 
'* And let againſt the Diety an armed Train, 
ith Though from his valt Defins he fell, 
i O're powr'd by's Almighty Foe, '\ 
Yet gain'd he Vict'ry in his Overthrow; | 
He gain'd {ufficent Triump, that he durſt rebelf 1 
| And 'twas ſome Pleaſure to be thought th 
WA. . grear'it in Hell, | 


el, 


IT. 
Tell me, ye Great Tr7;amwirate, what ſhall I do 
To be Illuſtrious as you ? 


Let your examples move me with a gen'rous fire, 


Let 'em into my daring Thoughts inſpire 
Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome vaſt Giant 
Crime, 
Unrhought, unknown, unpattern'd by all paſt 
and preſent time. 
"315 donz, *tis done ; methinks I feel the pow'r- 
tu] Charms, 
And a cew heat of Sin my Spirit warms ; 
I rave! with a glorious Miſchict, tor whoſe Birth 
My, Soul's too narrow, and weak Fate too feeble 
vet t oring 1t forth. 
Let rhe unpity'd Vulgar tamely go; 
Ana ſtock tor Company the wide Plantations 
below : 
Suci: their vile Souls for viler Barter ſell, (Hel. 
Scarce worth their damning,or their room 1n 
We arc its Grandees, and expect as high Prefer- 
ment there, | 
For our good Service as on Earth we ſhare. 


' In them, Sin 1s but a meecr privative of Good, 


The Frailty and Defect of Fleſh and Blood ; 
In us *tis a Perfe&tion, who profeſs 
A ſtudy'd and elaborate Wickedneſs : 


' We are the Great Royal Society of Vice, 


Whoſe Talents are to make Diſcoveries, 
And advance Sin, like other Arts and Sciences. 


*Tis I, the bold Co:/mmbus, only 1, 
Who 
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Who mult new Worlds in Vice deſcry, 
And fix the Pillars of unpaſlable Iniquity. 


21. 
How ſneaking was the firſt Debauch that ſinn'd, 
Who for {o ſmall a Sin fold Humane Kind ! 
How undeſerving that high Place, 
To be thought Parent of our Sin and Race, 
Who by low Guilt our Nature doubly did de- 
Unworthy was he to be thought (baſe! 
Father of the great firit-born Cazz, which he be- 
'The noble Cazz,whole bold and gallant Act(got 
Proclaim'd him of more high EZxtract ; 
Uaworthy me, 
And all the braver Part of his Poſterity. 
Had the juſt Fates delign'd me in his ſtead, 
I'd done ſome great and unexampl'd Deed ; 
A Deed which ſhou'd decry 
The Storcks dull Equality, 
And ſhew that Sin admits traſcendency : 
A Deed whercin the tempter ſhoud not ſhare, | 
Above what Heav'n cou'd puniſh, and above 
what he cou'd dare. | | 
For omer Crimes than his I wou'd have fell, 


And atted ſomewhat which might merit more 
than Hell, | 


1d 


*# 


de 


le! 


be» 
got 


a Haas Abs, 


An Apology to the foreeving Satyr, 
by way of Epilogue. 


Y Part is done,and you'll T hope exculc 
Th extravagance of a repenting Mule; 

Pardon what e're ihe has too boldly ſaid, 
She only acted here in Maſquerade ; 
And the [light Arguments ſhe did produce, 
Were nct to flatter Vice, bur to traduce. 
So we Buftoons in Princely Dreſs expoſcz, 
Not to be gay, but more rediculous. 
When ſhe a Hefor tor her Subject had, 
She thought ihe nuuſt be Termagant and Mad ; 
That made her {peak like a lewd Punko'tht' town, 
Who by S——_— with Bulles wicked grown, 
Has learn'd the Mode to cry all Virtue down. 
But now the Vizor's off, ſhee changes Scene, 
And turns a modelt civil Girl agen. 


Our Poet has a diff 'rint taſt of Wir, 


{ Nor will to th” common Voge himſelf ſubmit. 


Let ſome admire the Fops whole talents lie 


; In yenting dull 1n{ipid Blaſphemy ; 


, 
. 
1 


-M 
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: 


He ſwears he cannot with thoſe terms difpenſe, 


Nor will be damn'd for the repute of Senſe. 


Wits Name was never prophanenzls due, 
For then, you ſee, he cou'd be witty too : 


He cou'd Lampoon the State, and Libel Kings, 


But that he's Loyal, and knows better things 
Than Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from treaſon 


ſprings. 
He 


: 
; 


He likes not Wit which can no Licence claim, 
To which the Author dares not ſet his Name : 
Wit ſhou'd be open,court cach Readers Eye, 
Nor lurk in {ly unprinted Privacy ; 

But Criminal Writers, like dull Birds. of Night, 
For Weakneſs or for Shame avoid the Light : 
May ſuch a Jury for their Audience have, 
And from the Bench,not Pit, their Doom receive; 
May they the Tower for their due Merits ſhars, 
Anda juſt Wreath of Hemp, not Lawrel wear. 
He cou'd be bawdy too, and nick the Times 

In what they dearly love,damn'd Pla-ket rhimes, 
Such as our Nobles write—— 

W hoſe nauſcous Poetry can reach no higher 
Than what the Cod-diece or its God 1n{pire : 
So lowd,they ſpedd at Quill, you'd juſtly think 
They wrote with ſomething naſtier than Ink. 
But he ſtill thought that little Wir, or none, 
Which a juſt Modeſty mult never own, 

And a meer Reader with a Bluſh attone. 

If Ribaldry deſerve the Praiſe of Wit, 

He mult reſign to each illiterate Cit, 

And Prentices and Car-men challenge tt : 

Ev'n they too can be ſmart and witty there, 
For all Men on that Subject Poets are. 
Henceforth, he ſays, if ever more he find 
Himſelf to the baſe Itch of Verſe inclin'd, 

It cre he's given up ſo far to write, 

He never means to make his End Delight : 
Shou d he do fo, he muſt deſpair Succeſs, ( 
For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleaſe, | 
And muſt be dama'd for want of Vets. : 
He'll; 
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He'il therefore uſe this Gift another way, 
And next the uglinels of Vice dilplay : 
x £ hough againſt Virtue once he drew his Pen, 
Hell ne're for ought but her Defence agen. 
Had he a Gez:zs, and Poetick Rage, 
Great as the Vices of this guilty Age: 
Were he all Gall, and arm'd with ttore of Spite, 
?T'were worth his Pains to undertake to write : 
To Noble Satyr he'd direct his aim, 
And by*'t Mankind and Poetry reclaim : 
2d ſhoot his Quulls, juit like a Porcupine, 

At Vice, and make 'em ſtab in ev'ry Line ; 
The World ſhou'd learn to bluſh—— 
And dread the Vengeance of his angry Wit, 


Which more than their Own Conſtidn C25 ſhou'd 


fright ; 
And all ſhou' d think him Heav'ns juſt Plague 
defign'd, 


- To vitit for the Sins of lewd Mankind. 


Upon the Author of the Play 
calls Sodom. 


Ell me, abandon'd Miſcreant, prithee tell, 
What damned Pow'r invoke d, and ſent 
from Hell, 

| (Lt Heli were bad enough) did thee inſpire 
Ir Is write what Fiends aſham? d wou'd bluſhing 
ear ? 


I Halt 


eG ers 
Haſt thou of late embrac'd ſome Sycenbrs, 
And us'd the lewd Familiar for a Muſe ? 
Or didit thy Soul by Inch o'th* Caridleſell, 
To gain the glorious Name of Pimp to Hell ? 
It ſo, go, and its voiw'd Allegiance ſwear, 
Without Preſt-mony be its Voluntier : 
May he who envies thce, dclerve thy Fate, 
Deſerve both Heav'ns and Mankinds Scorn and 
Hate. 
\ Diſgrace to Libels, Foil to very Shame, 
Whom *tis # Scandal to vouchlate ro damn : 
What foul Deſcription's foul cnough for thee, 
Sunk quite below the reach of Intamy ? 
hou cover'tt to be lewd,but want'it the Might, 
And art a!l over Devil, but in Wit. 
Weak iceble Strainer at meer Ribaldry, 
Whole Mule is impudent to that degree, 
"That n-ed, like Age, be whipt to Lechery. 
Vile Sot, wito clapt with Poetry, art ſick, 
And void it Corruption like a Shanker'd Prick : 
Like Uicers, tiyy Impoſtum'd addle Brains 
Drop out in Matter, which thy Paper ſtatns ; 
Whence naulcous rhimcs by filthy birthsprocecd 
As Miaggots in ſome Turd ingendring breed. 
Thy Mule has got the Flow*rs,and they aſcend, 
AS 18 lome Green-{tck Girl, at upper end, 
Sure Nature made,or mcant at leaſt t'have don't 
Thy Tongue C!;toris, and thy Mouth a Cat. 
How well a Di/4s wou'd that place become, 
To gag it up, and make't for ever dumb ? p 
At icalt it ſhou'd be Syring'd——— F 
ork, 


Its 


( 131 ) 

Or wear ſome ſtinking Merkiz for a Beard, 

That all from 1ts baſe Converſe might be {car'd, 

As they a Door ſhut up and mark' d beware, -: 

That tells Infection and the Plague is there. 

Thou Moorficlds Author fit for Bawds to quote, 

If bawds themſelves with honour ſafe may do't, 

When Suburb-Prentice comes to lure Delight, 

And wants Incentives to dull Appetite. 

There Pzzk, perhaps, may thy brave Works re- 
hearle, 

Fri SE the {cnilcleſs thing with Hand and 
Ver 

Which after {hall(preferr'd to Dreſſing-box) 

Hold Turpentine,and Vied'cins for the Pox ; 

Or (if I may ordain a Fate more fit 

For thy foul naſty Excrements of Wit) Clent ; 

May they condemn'd to th' publick Jakes be 

For me,I'd fear the Piles in vengeance lent, 

Shou'd I with them prophane my Fundament. 

Then bugger wiping Porterz when taey Ihite, 

and io thy Book it {elf turn Sodomzte. 


A Call to the Guard by a Drum. 

1Þ Alt 700, Rat too, Rat tat too, Rat tat 199, 

R- With your Noſes all ſcabv'd, aa your Ejes 
tack and Une, 

ll we Dungy 9607 Sinmer's thas foot: Joi. Fs Are, 
Rach with vers | eall Coin, vt with Very i 74, 
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From your ſorry Straw-heds,and your bonny white fleas, 
From your dreams if ſmall drink, © your very ſmall 
Ce, 
Trom your pleaty of Stink, and zo plenty of Room, 
From your Walls dau d with P.legms ſticking on cm 
like Gum, 
i\z4 Ciclinzs hung with Cobwebs to ſtanch a cut 
Thum?. To the Guard, &c. 
From your crackt earthen Piſs-pots,where no Pſs can 
ft iy. 
Frem roofs lemrit with ſa ffs in letters the wrong way 
t r0:2 a;2 old broken Stoo! with one unvroken Leg, 
Gre Box with ure a Lid, tokeep n re a Rag, 

Hd Vi indows that of Storms more than your ſelves 
£4 1708) To rhe Guard, &#c. 
Hit. truſty Pike and Gun,and the other ruſty Tool, 
I; ith Heads extreamly hot, and with Hearts won 

arons cooll | 
3”:19 Stomachs meaning noxe(but Cooks and Suller; 
birt 5 
11th tro old tatter d Shoes, that diſgrace the Town: 
airt, 
W:th forty ſhreds of Breeches, and not one ſhrea | 
Svirt, To the Guard, ec. 
See they come, fee they come, ſee they come, ſee tho 
come, 

W:th Alarms in their Pates, to the Call of the Dri 

Some loazine with Bawds (whome the mogeſt ct 
Bitches ) 

IWith their Bones dryed to Kexes, and Legs form 
to Switches, 


With the Plane in the Purſe, and the Pox tn t 
— « FOO, ME, þ, 2, Ps BO” 3. Cy 


Some from [; nOring and farting,und ſpewing, on benches, 

Some from d.:mn'd fulſom Ale, and more vamn'd j al. 
form Whemnches ; 

Some from Put ,and i ſtze-ace,and old ſim this way ftaſt, 

Each Mans rec ling s his Gate,and his Hicwp * ts Tal, 

With two new Cheeks of | 'ed, fi om tea oid rows of 


Chalk, To the Guard, cc. 
Here comes others from ſcufflias and denming 170 
Hoſt, 


With their Tongues at laſt tam'd, but with Faces 
that boaſt 

Of ſome Scars by the Terean, or wai-like Qurar t-pcr, 

For their buildins of Scaces, and Volicys of Shet, 

Which they charg A to the M1 fouth, but diſchare hors we re 
a Groat, To the Guard, 

Then tc r walour mn Black too the Ch: pl. £17 1s 5 £072E, 

From's pre c<imoret CL5,y600 to pray o 'rea Dram: 

All ye whoring and [wearing old Red-conts,araw near, 

Like to Saints tn red letters, liſten rad give ear, 

Azad be Godly a while ho, and then as you w: Te 

Tothe Guard, 

After ſome canting Terms, to your Aris, and the 
like. 

Su:h as P-iing your Musket, or Porting your Pike, 

To the Rizit, to the Left, or eiſe Frce ahent, 

After ratli; 79 FOUT Sticks, oe yOrt r bai T1712 a (tc itt, 

H. 14 V-UT Infantry 1 roops, tnat monit the Unard on 


Foot, 
To the Guard, &:. 


Captain HeCtor firſt marches, but not he of Troy, 
But & Brifle made up of a Maa and a 10} ; 
I 3 Ye 


4 


See the Man ſcant at Arms, in a Scarf do's abound, 

Which preſages Swagg ring,but no Blood nor Wound, 

Like a Rainbow, that ſhews the World ſhan't be 
drown'd. To the Guard, &c. 


As the Tinker wears Rags, whilſt the Dog bears the 
Buazet, 

So the Man ſtalks with Staff, whilſt the Foot-boy do's 
trudge it 


Mens To the Guard, &c. 


Iz his March(if jou mark) he's attended at leaſt 
Ii ith Stizks ſixteen acep, and about five a lreaft, 
Jae of Ale and Mundungus, Sniff, Rags,and broxnn 
| Cruſt, for 
Wile he wants twenty taylors to make up the cluſter 
Which declares that his Jor rmcy's not aiw to the 
Maſter, But to the Guard, cc. 


Sore with Musket 1d Belly nnchare'd, march away, 
' With Pipes black as their Months are, and ſhort as 
trecr Pay ; 
' Wrilft their Coats 3rade of Holes, ſhew like Ponclace 
| about 'em, 

Aad their Banatleers hang like to Bobbins withot"en 
' Had whilft Frſemen do cloatiermtheſe Feot-ſernbs 
&o clout "em, 

For the Guard, &«. 


; Joe 


GH 
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Some with that ty'd on one ſide, and Wit tied on nei- 
ther, 
Wear 2ray Coats aa gray Cattel, ſee their Wenches 
rt hither , 
Toro peep throurh red Latice, and dark cclliy doors, 
To behold'em wear Pikes ruſt brijuff [the their whores, 
As ſlender as their Meals,and as lope as their Sores. 
To the Guard, 
Some with tweeale weed!le weedle (wiilſt we beat Dub 
a _ 
Ayep the baſe ſcottiſh Noiſe,and as baſe ſcottiſh Serb; 
Then with Body contratted, a R:g oper ſpread, 
Comes 4 thing with red C oloars,and Nvſe full as red, 
Like an Fnſiea to the hang of and to tie King 7s 
Head, Towards the Guard, Cc. 
IroC omatrcaders come laſt, ho Lievtenant per! «ps 
Full of Low=country ſtory, an Lov-country-claps ; 
To be next him th? other takes care not to fail, 
( Poder-monkey by name)that vents ſtink ty whole- 
ſale, 
For where ſhou'd the Fart begbut juſt with the tail 
Of the Gubrd CF 
Ani now hey for tie Ring Boys and thc; for F "0 c:27t 
Which is gnaraed by theſ., as the Tow'r is by Dirt ; 
Theſc\Whitehal myſt ad;rit,and / 4c other unbouſe e je 
Each day lets 14 the Drunk wbillt F it lets o:t the aro: af : 
Ana 13 place i the W orld ſhifts " oft 10. _ ER 
Thank the Guard, 
Sore to Scotland-yard {z:at, Ss the Sutlers JW; ife 
K. iſſes, 
But deſpairing of Drink ill [ome Conmry-man pill 5, 
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And pays too(for no place in the Court muſt be gi- 
ven) 
To the Can Offiice then all a foot-ſonlders Heaven, 
IWhere he finds the foal FOX,aud [004 cures Sir Ste- 
phen, On the Guard, cc. 
Some at Shite-honſe publick(where a Rag always goes) 
At once enipty their Guts, and atminiſh thetr 
Clothes, 

Tho their Moaths are pcor Pimps (Whore za Bacen 
being all 

Their cief Fo:djyet their Bums we true Conrtiers 
29 call, 

For what they cat inthe Suburbs,they ſhite at White- 
hal, ' For the Guard, ec. 
Such a like Pack of Cards to the Park making eatry, 
Here aiia there deal an Ace, which the Fews call a 

Certry. 
Which in tad Honfes cf Boards ſtarzd to tell what a 
Clock "tis, 
Where they keep up tame Red-coats, as Mew keep up 
tas Foxes, | 
Or 4pothcearies liy up their Dozs turds in Foxes. 
On the Guard, cc. 
Some of theſe are planted(tho? it has beea their lucks 
Of: to feat Country Geeſe) now to watch the Kyngs 
Dicks, 
pile ſome others are ſct on the ſide that has wood in 
To [tand Pimps to black Maſques, that are oft thither 
footing, 
Juſt as Houſwifes ſet Cuckolds to tend their black 
Padding. 
Oh the Guard, ©. 
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14"74!ſf anotler true Trojan to ſome Paſſage runs, 
A- to keep 1m the Debtor, ſo to keep out the Duns ; 
Us a Prentice or his Miſtriſs with Oaths to confound, 
ll be hies bim from tle Park as from forbidati 
(Tr0:iad, 
(Cafe his Credit is whol?, and his Wench may be 


ſons, And quits the Guard, cc. 


Nw it's Nieht,and the Patrole in Alehouſe drown'd, 
For zoigit elſe but the Pot and their Brains walk the 
O74 2? 
1 1lft like Hell the Commanders Guard-Chamber 
"5 (bew, 
EL.ere's ſuch damning themſelves,and all elſe of the 
WASH 
For though theſe cheat their Men, they give the De- 
Il lis duc, 
On the Guard, cc. 
IV kilf a Main after Main at 1d Hazara they throw, 
And their Quarrels grow hich «s their Money grows 
lon, 
Strait they threaten hird (uſing bas Fac:zs for 
Frowns ) 
To revenze on the Fleſh the default of the Boxes ; 
But the Bloods in their Hoſe, and in Oaths ail ther 
Wounds; 
Like the Guard, c#c. 
In the Morning they fight juſt as much as they pray, 
For ſome one to the King does the Tidings convey, 
For preventing of Murder : Oh 'tis a wiſe way ! 
Thonzh not one of them knows(as 4 thouſand dare ſay) 
What belongs to 4 dead Man, unleſs in his Pay, 
For the Guard, &c. 
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With their Skins they march hom? no more burt than 
thetrr Drums, 

But for [cratching of Faces, or biting of Thumbs ; 

And now bey for ft Ale-wives,F Tradeſmen grow 
lean, 

For the Captain,grown Banitrupt,recruits him agen 

With ſending out Tickets, and turning out Men 

From the Guard, &c. 

Strait the poor Rognes, caſhicr'd with a Cane and a 
Curſe, 

Fall from wounding no Men,now to cut ev ry Purſe : 

And what then ? Man;s a Worm, theſe Glo-worms 
mMay name , | 

For as they re dark of Body, have tails all of Flame, 

So tho* theſe liv'd in Oths,yet they die with a Pſalm, 

Farewell Guard, cc. 


Ephelia zo Bajazet. 

Ow far are they deceived who hope in 
In vain 
A laſting leaſe of Joys ſrom love tobtain 2? 
All the dear Sweets we promilc or expect, 
Aiter Enjoyment, turns to cold Neglett. 
Cou'd love a conſtant Happineſs have known, 
The mighty Wonder had in me been ſhowa ; 
Our Paſſions are fo favoured >y Fate, 
As 1t ihe meant 'em an Eternal Date ; 
So kind he look*d,ſfuch tender Words he ſpoke, 
"Twas paſt belief ſuch Yows ſhou'd c're be 
broke. 

Fixt on my Eyes, how oftza wou'd he ſay, 
:T2 cou'd with pleaſure gaze an Age away ? 


A 
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Vhen Thoughts too great for Words had made 
him mute, 


In Kiſſes he wou'd tell my Hand his Suit. IS, 


H 


$0 great his Paſſion was, 1o far above 
he common Gallantrics that paſs for Love, | 
it wor(t,I thought,if I2 unkind ſhou'd prove, 
His ebbing Paſſion wou'd be kinder far 
han the firſt Tranſports of all others are. 
or was my Love or Fondnefs leſs than his, . 
r fn him I center'd all my Hopes of Bliſs, 
For him my Duty to my Friends forgot, - .:: - $3 
or him I loſt, alas ! what loit I not ? _ 
Fame, all the valuable things of Lite, 
o meet his Love, by a leſs Name than Wifeis:: 
How happy wasT then,how dearly bleſt, 
hen this great Man lay panting on my Brealt, 
Looking ſuch things as ne're can be exprelt / 
Thouſand freſh looks he gaye me ev'ry Hour, 
Whilſt greedily I did his looks devour ; 
Till quite o'recome with Charms, I trembling 
At ev ry look he gave melting away. Uay 
was {o highly happy in his love, y 
cthoughts I pity'd them that dwelt above. 
Think then,thou greatelt,lovelieſt,talleft Man, 
ow you have vow'd, how I have lov'd, and 
My faithleſs Dear, be crucl if you can. (then | 
How I have lov'd, I cannot, need not tell, | 
No, ev'ry Att has ſhewn I lov'd toowell. 
vince firlt I ſaw you, Ine're had a Thought 
as not entirely yours; to you I brought i 
y Virgin-Innocence, and treely made 


ly love an Oft "ring to vour Noble Bed, | 
Q. F 
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Since. when y'eve been the Star by which I 
ſteer'd, 

And nothing elſe but youT lov'd or fear'd. 
Your Smiles L oaly hve by, an I mult, 
Whea c're you frown, be {hatter'd into Duſt. 
Oli! can the Coldnels that you ſhew me now 
Suite with che gen'rous Heat you once did {hew? 
I cannot live on Picety or Reſpect, 
A Thought ſo mcan wou'd my whole Love in- 
Leſs than your Love I {corn Sir to expect. (tet, 
Let me not live in dull Inditt Trency, 
But give me Rage envugh to make me die ; 
For if from youll needs "muſt: meet my kate, 
Before your Pity, I wou'd chuſe your Hate. 


= — — 


' Avery Herojcal Epiſtle in Anſwer 
to Ephiclia, 


Madam, 
*Þ you're deceiv'd, 'tis not my Cheat, 
For all-Diſg ruiſes are below. the Great. 

What Man or Woman upon Earth can lay 
I ever us'd them well above a Day ? 
How 1s 1t then that I unconitant am ? 
He changes not who always 1 is thz ſame. 
In my dear Self I center ev'r y thing, 
My Servants, Friends,my Miſtriſs,and my King, 
Nay Heav'n and Earth to that one point I bring 5, 
Well-manner'd, Honeſt, Generous, and Stour, 
Names by dull Foolls to plague Mankind iound 


- out, 


Shou'd 


SR. 


Wi 


T 


Shou'd T regard, I muſt my ſelf conſtrain, 

And 'tis my Maxim to ovoid all Pain. 

You fondly look tor what none e*re cou'd find, 

Deceive your lelt, and then call me Unkind, 

And by falſe Reaſons wou'd my Folſhood prove, 

For 'tis as natural to Change, as Love. 

You may asjultly at the Sun repine, 

Becaule alike 1t do's not always ſhine. 

No glorious thing was ever made to ſtay ; 

My Blazing Star bur viſits, and away : 

As fatal too it ſhines as thoſe i'th? Skies ; 

"Tis never {cen, but ſome great Lady dies. 

The boaſted Favaur youlo precious hold, 

To me's no more than changing of my Gold : 

What e're you gave, I paid you beck in Bliſs; 

Then where's the Obligation pray of this? 

It herctofore you found Grace in my Eyes, 

Be thankful for it, and let that ſuffice : 

But Women, Beggar-like, ſtill haunt the Door 

Where they've receiv'd a Charity before. 

Oh happy Sw/taz ! whom Barb'rous we call, 

How much retin'd art thou above us all ? 

Who envies not the Joys of thy Sera ? 

Thee,like ſome God the trembling Crowd adore, 

Each Man's thy Slave, and Woman-kind thy 
Whore. 

Methiaks I ſee thee underneath the Shade 

Of Golden Canopy ſupinely laid, 

Thy crowding Slaves all filent as the Night, 

But at thy Nod all active as the Light : 

Sccure in ſolid Sloth, thou there dolt reign, 


And feel 'it the Jovs of Love, without the Pain. / 
Each ' 


_ 
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Each Female courts thee with a wiſhing Eye, 
While thou with a wful Pride walk'it careleſs by 
Till thy kind Pledgeat laſt marks out the Dame 
Thou tancy*'ſ moſt,to quench thy preſentFlame. 
Then from thy Bed ſubmiſhve ſhe retires, 
And, thankful for the Grace, no more requires. 
No loud Reproach, nor fond unwelcom found 
Of Womens Tongues thy Sacred Ear do's 
wound ; 
If any do, a nimble Mute {trait ties 
The True-loves Knot, and ſtoprs her fooliſh 
Cries. 
Thou fear'ſt no injur'd Kzz2ſman's threatning 
Blaid ; 
Nor Midnight Ambnuſhes by Rivals laid ; 
Whuile here with aking Hearts our Joys we taſt, 
Diſturb'd by Swords, likes Demzodes his Feaſt, 
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Oz Port Ninny. 
Ruſht by that juſt Contempt his Follies 


bring 

On his craz'd Head, the Yermin fain wou'd 

ſting. 
But never Satyr did fo ſoftly bite, 
Or gentle George himſelf more gently write. 
Born to no other but thy own Diſgrace, * 
Thou art a thing ſo wretched and fo baſe, 
Tho canſt not ev'n offend, but with thy Face ; 
And dot at once a {ad Example prove 
Of harmleſs Malice, and of hopeleſs Love. 
All Pride and Uglineis ! oh haw we loath 
A nauſeous Creature, {0 compos'd of both ! 
How oft have we thy Cap'ring Perſon ſeen, 
With diſmal Look, and melancholy Meen, 
The juſt Reverlc of NV-hes, when he wou'd be 
Some mighty Heree, and makes Love like thee ? 
Thou art below bcing laught at, out of ſpite 
Men gaze upon tlice, as a hideous Sight, 
And cry, There goes the Melancholy Right. 
There are jvme modeit Fools, we daily ſee, 
Modeſt and dull ; why they are Wits to ries : 
For of all Folly, ſure the very top 
Is a conceited \7py, and a Fep : 
With Face of F:rce, tovn'd to a Head Romany, 
There's no ſuch Coxcomb as your Fool of Fancy. 
But 'tis too much on {o diſpis'd a Theme, 
No Man wou'd dabb:e is a dirty Stream : 
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The wort that I cou'd write, wou'd be no more 
Then what thy very Fr ;ends have ſaid before. 


My Lord All-Pride. 


| Urſting with Pride, the loatl'd Impo- 
ſtume {wells ; 
Frick him, he ſheds his Venom ſtrait, and ſmells; 
But *tis ſo lewd a ſcribler, that he writes 
With as much force to Nature, as he fights. 
Hardned 1 in Shame, 'tis fuch a baffd Fop, 
That ev'ry School- -boy whips him like a Top: 
And with his Arm and Head, his Brains fo 
wea{t, 
That his ftarv'd Fancy is compell'd to take 
Amonz the Excrements of others Wit, 
To make a ſtinking Meal of what they ſhit. 
So Swine tor naſty Meat to Dunghil run, 
And tos their grunting Snowts up when they? VC 
| done. 
| Againſt his Stars the Coxcomb ever drives, 
And to bz ſomething they forbid, contrives. 
With a Red Nole, Svlay Foot, and Goggle Eye, 
A Plow-man's Looby Meen, Face all awry ; 
With ſtinking Brearh,and ev'ry loathſom Mark, 
The Prnchianell) ſets 1 p :or a Spark ; 
With equal Szlt-conceit too he bears Arms, 


But with that vile Succeſs his Part performs, 
That 


oe —— > — a 


45 ) N 
That he Burleſques his Trade, and what is beſt 
In others, turns, like Harleqnzz, 1n jelt. 

So have I ſeen at Smthfields wondrous Fair, 
When all his Brother-Moalters flouriſh there, 
A Lubbard Elephant divert the Town 
With making Legs, and ſhooting off a Gun. 
Go where he will, he never finds a Friend, 
Shame and Derifton all his Steps attend ; 

Alike abroad, at home, i'th Camp and Court, 
This Knight o'th' Burzizg Peſtle makes us Sport 
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Cptain Ramble. 


Hilſt Duns were knocking at my Door, 
T lay zn Bed with reeking Whore, 
With Back ſo weak, and -Prick ſd ſore, 

You'd w onder, 

I rais'd my Doe, and laid her Gown, 

T pinn'd her Whisk, and dropt a Crown, 
She pilt, and then'T drove her down 

Like Thunder. 

From Chamber then IT went to Dinner, 

And drank Small-beer, like mournful Sinner, 

But {till T thought the Devil 1n her 

Clytoris. 
I fat at Myſcer's in the dark, 
And heard a Tradſeman and a Spark, 


A Scriv'ner and a Lawyers Clark, 


Tell Stories. 
From whence I went, with muM'd Face, 
To the Duke's Houſe, and took a Place, 


In which I ſpew'd, may'*t pleaſe his Grace 
Or Highneſs. 
ad T been hang'd, I cou'd not chuſe 
But laugh at W hores who dropt trom Stews, 
Seen? that Mirs. Mare 'ret Hews 
So fine 15. 
When Play was done, I call 'd a Link, 
Hearing ſome paultry Pieces chink 


Within my Breceches, how d'ye think 
I employ'd'em ? * 


Why 
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Why Sir, I went to Mrs. Secrings, 
Where ſome were Curling, othcrs Swearing, 
Never a Barrel better Herring, | 
Per fide. $7 
Seven's the Main, 'tis. Eight God damn me, 
*Tis Six(faid I) as God ſhall fave me ; 
And bing true they cou'd not blame me 
So ſaying. 
Save me (quoth one) what Siamaroon 
Is this has begg'd an Atternoon 
Of 's Mother, to go up and down 
A llaying ? 
Now this to me was worle than killing ; 
Miſtake me not for I am willing, * 
And able both, to drop a S! illins 'A 
Or T'wo Sir. 
Well faid my Lad, quoth By Heck, 
With Whiskers ſtern, and Cordubeck 
Pinu'd up behind, his ſcabby N mn 
Toſhew S 
With Mangy Fit he graſpt the A; 
Giving the Table bloody Knocks 
Calling T upon the Plague and Pox 
T* afliit him. 
Ten Shullings from me he did Snatch, 
Head like t' have made a quick diſpatch, 
Nor wou'd Times Regilter, my Watch, 
Have miſt —_ 
As Luck wou'd have it, in Came Witl, 
Percerving things went very il}, 
Quoth he, thou'dlt better go and {will 
Canary. 
&. 2 
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' Weſter d out C _ to Drazoz Green, 


Which is jn Fleer-Street to be ſeen, 
Where we drank Wine not foul, but clean 
Contrary. 
Our Hoſt, ycleped Thomas Hammon, 
Prelenred Slice of Bacon Gammon, 
Which made us {yallow Sack as Salmon 
Do's Water. 
Being over-warm with? laſt Debauch, 
j erew as drunk as any Roach, 
When Hot bal'd Wardezs did approach, 
Or later. 
But {ez the damn'd confounded Fate 
Attends on drinking Wine {o late, 
3 drew my Sword on honeſt Xore 
Ply Kitchen, 
Which Hammon's Wife cou'd not endure : 
3 told her, tho' ſhe look'd demure, | 
i hat ſhe came lately, I was ſure, 
From Bitching, 
We brole our Glaſſes out of hand, 
As many Oaths we did command, 
AS Hoff ings, Savin, Southerl:na, 
Or Og!e. 
then Tcry'd up Sir Harry V1ne, 
And {ivare by God I wou'd maintain 
Fpijc' pa 7) Was £00 Pialn 
| A TJuggle. 


A nd having now diſcharg'd the Houſe, 


- did reſerve a gentle Souſe, 
ich which we drank another Rouſe 
Ar the Bar. 
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And now good Chriſtians all attend, 
To Drunkeneſs pray put an end, 
I do adviſe you aga Friend 
And Neighbour, 
For lo the Mortal here behold, 
Who cautious was in days of old, 
Is now become raſh, ſturdy, bold, 
And tree Sir, 
For having ſcap'd the Tavern o, 
There never was a greater Foz 
Egcounter'd yet by Pcxpey, no 
Nor C far. 
A Conſtable both ftern and dread, 
Who is from Muſtard, Brooms, and Thred 
Preferr'd to be the Brainleſs Head 
+4565 O'th* People. 
A Gown he'd on, with Ape made gray, 
A Hat too. which, as folks do fay, 
Is ſir-nam'd to this very day 
A Steeple. 
His Staff, which knew as well as he 
The Bus'neſs of Authority, 
Stood bolt upright at ſight of me z 
| Molt true 'tis, 
The Lowſie Curs that thithet come 
To keep the King's Peace ſafe at home, 
Yet cannot keep the Vermin from 
Their Carts. 
Stand, ſtand, ſays one, and come before 
Youhie, faid I, like a Son ofa Whore, 
Ican't, nor will not ſtand, that's more ; 
*._-. *- Dye mutter? 


it 
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You watchful Knaves, I'll-tell you what, 
Your Officer, 1'th' May-pole Hat 
Pll make as drunk as any Rat 

Or Otter. 
The Conſtable began to {well, 
Although he lik'd the Motion well, ” 
Quoth he, My Friends, this I mult xcll 

You clearly... 


The Peftilence you can 't forget, . 

No the Diſpute wi'tl' Dutch, nor yet 

The dreadful Fire, that made us get f 
Upearly. 

From whence (quoth he) I tis infer, . It 

To have a Bodies Conſcience clear. \. ' 


Excelleth any coſtly Cheer 
Or Banquet. 
Belide (and faith I think he wept) 
Were it not better you had kept 
Within your Chamber, and nave ſlept 
- -, In Blanket, | 
But I'll adviſe you by and b | 
———A Pox of all Advice, fd I, 
Your Janizaries look as dr y 
| As Vulcan. 
We come not here to tall of Sin 
———Come———here's a Shulling, fetch it In, 
Our Bus'neſs now 1s to begin 
| A full Can. 
At laſt I made the Watchmen druak;, . 
Examin'd here and there a Puzxk, 
And then away to Bed I ſlunk 
To lude it. 


, Now | 


| 


| IST 
Now theſe my Wiſhes are to you, 
Who will thoſe Dangers not eſchew, 


That ye may all go home and ſpew, 
ASI did. 


On Rome's Pardons. 


F Rome can pardon Sins, as Romans hold, 
| And it thoſe Pardons can be bought and fold, 
It were no Sin t' adore and worſhip Gold. 


If they can purchaſe Pardons with a Sum, 
For S1ns they may commit in time to come, 
And for Sins paſt, 'tis very well for Rome. 


At this rate they are happieſt that have moſt, 
They'll purchaſe Heav'n at their own proper 
Alas, the Poor ! All that are fo, are lolt, (Coſt 


Whence came this Knack,or when did it begin? 
What Author have they, or who brought it 1n? 
Did e'reChriſt keep a Cultom-houſe for Sin ? 


Some ſubtle Devil without more ado, - 


Did certainly this {ly Invention brew, 
To gullem of ther Souls, and Money to0. 


FINTS. 


